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Memories of Ireland 


Within the silhouetted tranquility of the glade 

A twilight soothes the dazzle of the late afternoon 
Across the luxuriant barrier of the eclipse 

The sun’s diminishing pitch of an idyllic flicker 


Incessantly drifting reminiscence of days gone by 


==—Gely unter 


Cast of Characters 


Nolan Hurley O’Neill—Owner of Empire World Association 


International 


Emmalyn Grace Cullen Stone—Widow of Thomas Stone; mother of 
Christian Stone; her name means “entire world.” 


Thomas Stone—Deceased husband of Emmalyn; father of Christian 
Stone (Thomas is pronounced in Irish as To-MAHS.) 


Christian Stone—Son of Thomas and Emmalyn Stone 


Katlyn (Kate) Reynolds—Emmalyn’s best friend; owner of Reynolds 
Advertising Inc. 


Deacon O’Mallery—Nolan’s friend and right-hand man 
Dermod O’Neill—Nolan’s father; first name means “free man.” 


Aislinn O’Conner—Girlfriend of Dermod O’ Neill; name means 
“dream vision” 


Calista—Fairy/Angel; name means “most beautiful one. 
Mitchell Kennedy—Pilot for Nolan O'Neill 

Kerianne Macrea—Flight attendant for Empire World 
Aine Fyle—Nolan’s housekeeper 

Fergus Mallon—Nolan’s handyman 

Harper Lilly Ragin—Christian Stone’s girlfriend at Yale 
Justin Hayes—Kate’s art director 

Ailbe O’Braoin—Nolan’s secretary at Empire World 
Conner Lane—Private investigator for Empire World 
Matthew Jacobs—Thomas Stone’s partner 

Margarita Pontaine—French prostitute 


Davet Blaise (O’Neill)—Son of Nolan O'Neill; name means “loved/ 
gift of God” 


Cabhan O’Neill—Son of McKenzie O'Neill and Margarita Fontaine 
Jacqueline Beaumont—Cabhan’s foster mother and caretaker 
Anthea Bannan—French prostitute 

Madam Babette—Owner of the parlor, or brothel 

Abraham Blaise, Duke of Lux—Margarita’s husband 

McKenzie O’Neill—Brother of Dermod and Uncle of Nolan O’Neill 


Lost 


My heart is shattered without you. 

My soul plunges into an endless ocean. 

I see no ending to my absolute sorrow. 

I cry out to the heavens, but no one hears me 
For I am sealed within my own walls of despair. 
The infuriation in me claws and kicks 

To break free of the constant torture it endures. 
When will my mind stop calling out to you? 

It searches for even a faint whisper of long ago. 
I cocoon myself in time, praying that anguish will subside, 
Yet it seems everlasting. 

Tam lost in gloom 

Wondering if I will ever find happiness again. 


—Emmalyn Stone 
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May 21, 2010—Dublin, Ireland 
Nolan O'Neill 


I was at a loss for words for perhaps the first time in my life. 

I sat in shock looking at the phone after the call I had received just 
five minutes ago. Dear God! What the hell? 

Thomas Stone (To-MAHS) as we Irish pronounce his name, with 
the accent on the second syllable, had been in my office less than an 
hour ago closing the merger between my company and one of America’s 
largest mobile companies. I had stayed behind at my office to make 
some last-minute phone calls for next week. I had my secretary make 
arrangements to have a few of my colleagues meet us that evening at 
Noble’s, a restaurant and pub. Now I learned that Thomas was involved 
in a critical car accident and was hanging on by a thread. 

Why the hell had I sent him ahead without me? He could have just 
driven over with me. The Dublin streets are brutal for locals and for 
foreigners they are a living hell. Now that we were finished with the deal, 
I was going to fly him to Castlebar with me so he could spend a couple 
of days enjoying Loch Loch sio’ Ga, Lake Lake of Fairies, my beautiful 
home, and, oh God, then Thomas wouldn't be in this place. I pushed the 
intercom button. 

“Ailbe, tell Fergus to bring the car around. I need to get to Beaumont 
Hospital.” 

The intercom came back with Ailbe’s soft voice saying, “Yes, Mr. 
O'Neill.” 

I hit the intercom again. “Also, Ailbe, please cancel the reservations at 
Noble’s. We won't be having a party tonight. I just learned that Thomas 
has been in a horrible car accident.” 

“T’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do, Mr. O’Neill?” 

I paused and finally said, “Yes, there is, Ailbe, you can pray. That is 
all we can do.” 
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Fergus Mallon was waiting for me as I slid into the back seat of my 
powder-blue Rolls-Royce. He looked at me from the rearview mirror 
with concern in his old blue eyes, his handsome Irish face etched with 
worry. He had been with me for a long time and knew me like an old 
shoe, worn but extremely comfortable. I met his gaze and told him what 
happened to Thomas. When he stopped at the hospital entrance, he came 
around and opened the door for me. He put his hand on my shoulder. “I 
will be praying for Mr. Stone while I wait for you.” 

I shook his hand and nodded, having no words. My mind was still 
blank as I walked through the sliding glass doors. 

I was led down a hall into a small room. As I entered, my heart skipped 
a beat, and I stood at the bedside of my friend and attorney. Thomas was 
one of a few associates whom I could call friend. In my line of business and 
my fucked-up world, true friends were hard to come by. Everyone always 
wanted more. More than I could always give them. Thomas had become my 
loyal friend over the years. I knew about his beautiful wife and promising 
son. Though I didn’t know them personally, I felt close to them because of 
what Thomas had shared with me. He was a true family man. He went to 
his son’s baseball games. He had been married to the same woman all these 
years. He was the only married man I knew who absolutely adored his wife. 

This was something I could not fathom. I was a God-fearing man. | 
could at least say that. I respected the man lying here fighting for his life, 
but I damn sure did not understand him. I don’t do “attached.” Not just 
with women but with anything. For a man like me it causes too many 
complications. Shit, who was I kidding? I was too afraid of my brutal 
past, because it was a doozy. 

I had long ago somewhat shared my story with an older woman. 
My father had paid her a great deal of money to help bring me back 
from insanity and back into the world of the living. After that I made it 
my mission to concentrate on work. I was a billionaire and yet it never 
filled the hole where my heart used to be. I would never get over what 
that bastard did to me, the man who ripped my soul out and left me for 
dead; not physically, but emotionally. I was a man unapproachable, guilt 
clearly my ruler. 

I was happy to have my simple social attachments here and there. 
It was all I could manage. But as I contemplated my friend lying in 
this condition, if I truly let myself think back to our conversations, I'd 
have to admit I'd sometimes imagined what it would be like to have the 
fantastic life that he had. I just never allowed myself to go there. A man 
like me doesn’t get the happy ending. 
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The monitor went off bringing me back to the here and now. Beep- 
beep-beep... Other than the beeping in the room, it was eerily quiet. 

I wanted God to hear me as I said aloud, “Dia Good, troid do do sgaol 
me chara.” Good God, friend, fight for your life. 

However, the way he looked, it would take a miracle for him to come 
out of this alive. 

I had been in many hospitals over the last few years when I helped 
with the openings of several, including the one in Galway near my home. 
I had never been in a hospital where I looked at a person on the brink 
of life and death. He had tubes sticking out of almost every space of his 
showing flesh. The damned machines beeped and buzzed around us, as 
I whispered, “God, I don’t talk to you often enough but this man needs 
help. Dia le do thoil cabhair eisean.” God, please help him! 

Beep-beep-beep... This time it was louder and accompanied by other 
earsplitting noises. 

A shiver ran up my spine. I felt my equilibrium tilting off its center. 
I did not think I could stand to be in the room with its blasting sounds, 
when an angel, or a fairy—an exquisite creature no matter what she 
was—materialized before my eyes. I stepped backwards at the sight of a 
spirit that I could not have conjured up by myself. 

Miraculously, at the moment when she appeared, Thomas opened 
his eyes. I saw a flash of loss, denial, and anguish across his face. I'd 
never forget the look in his eyes. It was no more than a whisper but with 
unbelievable effort he said, “You are the providence for Emmalyn. Take 
care of her, Nolan. You are designated by the spirits as the only one who 
can do it!” 

Was this a joke? “What? Thomas, don't you dare ask this of me. 
Tarrann tw’ dom a theipeann cara d aois! You ask me to fail, old friend. Do 
not do this to me.” 

As I watched him struggle with every breath he took, I thought, I 
have a past that he doesn’t know about. I will never get beyond what 
happened to me so long ago. He’s asking the impossible. 

My friend was blinking back tears. I didn’t know if they were from 
excruciating pain or because he was losing everything dear to him. I 
knew I only had a few seconds with him. I put my hand over his and 
said, “Ta’ me’ cara sin ta bro’n orainn. 1m so sorry, my friend.” 

He was closing his eyes, but carried an invincible grin on his face. He 
knew he was leaving this world and he was doing so with that amazing 
angel. He whispered, “Zi se’ predestined mo chara. Tabhair aire di. It’s 
predestined, my friend. Take care of her.” 
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His speaking in Irish shocked me as I wept openly, something I had 
not done since I was a child. I looked up and into the eyes of the angel. 
She spoke not a word to me but revealed herself as Calista and that she 
was taking Thomas home. As the alarms got louder, a team of doctors 
and nurses rushed in, asking me to step back. I watched them work on 
Thomas with precise movements, but I knew it wouldn’t be enough. In 
my head, I kept shouting no, no, no. It was only seconds, but it seemed 
like hours when I heard him take one last breath. 

The medical team stopped and in the silence, I heard one of the 
doctors say in a low voice, “Friday. Time 7:02 p.m. May 21, 2010. Record 
it. Thomas Stone, United States American, died Friday, 2:02 p.m. Eastern 
time. It is over.” 

It was a blinding blur after that and I knew I had heard the last words 
Thomas would ever say to me in this life. 


+e 


Calista 


Calista had watched Thomas fade from life, not believing this could 
be happening. “Zakkai, please help me,” she cried. 

The king of angels appeared. “Calista.” 

“Zakkai, it is my time to breathe life into Thomas, my human-soul.” 

“Calista, please alleviate your pain. It is causing me great distress to 
see you like this.” 

“T do not understand what is taking place here.” 

“Calista, I can only glimpse fragments of the outline of your story. I 
do know, above all, under no circumstances are you to intervene.” 

“What? I have no choice,” she said. “I have to save him.” 

Zakkai paced around her in a circle. “Calista, you must put Thomas 
in oblivion. It will only be for a short time. As he lies in tranquility, I 
give my blessing for you to show yourself to this man Nolan. However, 
be extremely wise. You can do this only a few times; you may not meddle 
with destiny.” 

“Why is this happening, Zakkai?” 

“Oh, my beautiful child, even if I knew all the truth, you know I 
am preordained not to say. I will show you what I saw so you can have 
some relief.” 

In the old Irish words, he said, “Fado’in am anaithnid, aingeal a bhi 
shil a bheith ina siog ag go leordaoine a thainig Calista go talamh. Ba e a 
cuid ama ar an anam fireann a bhain lei sua raibh am a eileamh. Bhi torn 
an anam fear idir an da shoal. Da bhri sin, Calista cunamh i shocru cad 
a briste. Go gairid go mbeadh ar na anamacha i gceist go mbeadh ceim i 
riamh agus la gan eadochas le haghaidh gach ceann acu a bheith iomlaine 
ina saol.” 

The story he had told her was: Long ago in a time unknown, Calista, 
an angel who was thought to be a fairy by many humans, came to earth. 
It was her time to claim the male soul that belonged to her before time 
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existed. The male soul was torn between the two worlds. Therefore, 
Calista assisted in fixing what was broken. Soon all of the souls involved 
would phase into ever and a day without despair, for each of them would 
have completeness in their lives. 

Calista fought back tears that appeared on the outer edges of her 
eyelids. She had always had the ability to merge naturally in and out of 
heaven and earth. For the last forty years, while Thomas was a human, 
she had chosen to stay in the Land of Eternal Youth. It was where the 
pure innocents lived, where Thomas came from before he was born. The 
only place that brought her peace during the years without him. 

Most humans couldn’t see her and if they did they usually thought 
her to be a fairy. Why they thought of her that way was ridiculous. But 
at the moment she didn’t care what anyone thought. She wanted Thomas 
and if she had to show herself, then so be it. She knew the laws, but she 
was happy Nolan could see her; he needed to see the truth. 

God’s laws were strict between the two worlds. It was a precious gift 
to glimpse one of the Shining Ones. She had been shocked that Nolan 
saw her, as people usually saw the angels around twilight when the 
shades of the worlds briefly parted. There were only a few of the angels 
who were called the Shining Ones, the only angels who led the way into 
the heavens. They worked closely with Zakkai and Caelia, the king and 
queen of angels. 

Now was the time to be brave and fight for what was already hers. 

At Thomas's bedside, she whispered into his ear “Be still, my worrier. 
Come with me. I will never leave you. You will only be asleep for a short 
time. All will be well soon, my love. 
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Thomas 


“To-mahs,’ Calista whispered in her soft Irish brogue, “ar oscailt 
do shwile.” 

Thomas knew he must have died. Yet he heard the voice as she asked 
him to open his eyes. He tried to obey, but his eyes would not open. 

He knew she was not Emmalyn. But the magnetism of this 
woman was so compelling that he yearned to please her, to touch 
her, to see her, but he could not move. Something deep inside cried 
out to his wife, as though he was a traitor. A part of his soul was 
leaving her in an unfair world, which she would have to endure 
without him. 

His eyes finally opened and through the fog, he saw the unearthly 
woman who had spoken to him. It was her eyes that held him captive; 
they were polychromatic changing dramatically as he was spellbound to 
her stare. She was so enchanting that he thought he must be dreaming. 
He knew she belonged to him yet she wasn’t his. Flashes of the accident 
and being in the hospital began replaying in his head, and he realized he 
truly had died. 

She was not speaking English, but he understood every word she said. 

In her singsong voice, she sounded like Nolan. “Teach liom.” Come 
with me. 

Thomas felt as if he'd been ripped in half. He longed to follow this 
woman wherever she wanted him to go, but the detachment he felt 
from Emmalyn’s humanity left him feeling ill. A woozy feeling washed 
through him so hard that he lost his breath and then he told the angel, 
as she appeared to be, that he was sorry. In her eyes he saw her thoughts 
and images playing out in his head, but he could not comprehend their 
magnitude. The hypnotizing woman started moving away from him. 
He screamed, “Please don’t leave,” but it was not her leaving, it was him 
leaving her. 
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Wham! He was slammed back inside himself with excruciating pain. 
He heard Nolan saying, “Dia cabhru’ leis le do thoil.” How in the world 
did he understand what Nolan was saying —“God, please help him”? 

He slowly opened his eyes and he saw Nolan as he felt the angel next 
to him. He was not sure what hurt him more, the physical pain from 
his injuries or knowing the truth of what she had revealed, and causing 
her pain because he could not let go. Thomas thought he was speaking 
to Nolan telling him to seek for Emmalyn’s affection. He knew he was 
leaving this world and needed to tell Emmalyn he was sorry. He told 
Nolan to love her and cherish her, but Nolan obviously could not hear 
him, because he looked helpless and lost. 

Then it was as if it all were a dream. Thomas was gone. Pain left him, 
forced energy engulfed him and the exquisite woman’s voice said, “Beidh 
codlata mo ghra a bheith go le’ir go maith.” Sleep, my love. All will be well. 
His spirit joined hers as they disappeared into the heavens and then there 
was nothing. 
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May 23, 2010 
Nolan 


I could honestly say it was the longest weekend of my life. I had 
tried calling Mrs. Stone personally, wanting to try to explain what in 
reality had transpired those final minutes of her husband’s life. Who 
was I kidding? She’d think I was completely mad and, hell, I wasn’t 
much further in my own conclusion of what was going on in my head. I 
thought perhaps if I could give her as much of the information as possible 
without actually telling her what Thomas truly had said, I could rid 
myself of some of the grief I was feeling. It ended up not mattering what 
my thoughts were or how much I wanted to relieve my guilt because I 
couldn’t get through to her. 

Of all people, a man like me, who usually pays people to get numbers 
and find individuals, could not get through to her. In my business, it’s 
essential to get information. But the people who loved her protected her 
as if she was the president of the United States. How could I compete 
with that? 

Talking to people at Thomas’s office back in the States was so 
damned exhausting! Matthew Jacobs, his partner, was in disbelief, but 
he said he would try to have Mrs. Stone contact me. He said she was in 
immeasurable anguish. And, of course she was. Hell, of all the people 
involved in this I knew that better than anyone. I was beginning to think 
that from our earlier conversation he was basically saying, “Don’t hold 
your breath.” 

The questions about Thomas kept flowing through my mind: 

What happened? Where was he? Did he suffer? It was like a movie 
reel playing repeatedly in my head. 

I knew it was wrong to throw all the extra work on Ailbe, and I hated 
myself for dumping all the logistics of the story off on her but I did. She 


deserved a raise, after all the emotional crap I was throwing on her. In 
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the aftermath of losing Thomas, it seemed my bad attitude was affecting 
everyone within a three-thousand-mile radius of me. Shit, I just could 
not handle stress like this! Give me contracts, buyouts or mergers; give 
me anything but this traumatic rollercoaster ride. 

I flew home and took the coward’s way out. I sealed myself in at my 
recherché Loch Loch sio’ Ga. I drank until I was fluthered, and I stayed 
in a drunken stupor for two nights. In spite of everything, my mind 
would drift back to Thomas lying in the hospital bed speaking those last 
words to the fairy, Calista, who appeared telling me my life as I knew it 
wouldn't be my life anymore. 

It replayed in my head constantly, the damn scene that transpired 
before Thomas passed on. It pissed me off because no one else was in the 
room with us who could see or hear the creature. I remembered the story 
she unfolded before me, but I was still struggling to comprehend what 
she meant. What I believed was this: she was taking Thomas home and 
somehow he was the other half to her soul, and I was supposed to be with 
Emmalyn for the remainder of our lives here on earth. I thought this was 
absurd. Her words and her eyes played out the narratives of Emmalyn 
and me. Where apparently each of us was headed very soon. I had no 
desire for this movie to play forward. I liked my life just the way it was. 

It felt like I might have imagined the whole thing, except I knew it 
was real shit! I had grown up with fairytales and mystical things around 
me. My athair, my father, and seanathair, my grandfather, told me about 
little people, spirits, fairies and angels all my life. Aislinn O'Conner, my 
father’s girlfriend, often told me of future happenings and said she had 
glimpses of my future on many occasions, but I wouldn’t listen. She said 
she was from a long line of psychics and was named Aislinn, meaning 
dream vision, because her grandmother had foreseen that she, too, would 
have the gift. All I could say was what a crock of shit! 

After two days of drinking, my head throbbed and felt as big as the 
universe. I was packing for the trip to the States for Thomas’s funeral. 
Thank God, I had my packing down to a science. I had memorized the 
technique; fold to the right; fold to the left; then roll it up the middle, 
three smooth moves. 

I have my own clothing line, NH-Neill, along with many different 
businesses. My company makes quality clothing and accessories for 
everyones budget. Everything from my carry-on bag to my jeans, 
sunglasses, all of it has my name on it. I continued in my quest to finish 
the packing, the pattern unbroken. Shirts, pants and jackets; fold, tuck, 
and roll. I had it all. 
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All of my belongings fit well in my designer bags. Now it was off to 
the airport. God, I’d rather be wearing a pink tutu and standing in one 
of the pubs in Dublin singing “Peg o My Heart” to a large crowd of 
eejits, than to fly three thousand miles across the Atlantic Ocean to go to 
this funeral. All I was begging for was God’s strength to get through it 
and help my head to stop throbbing. 


MOS 


It had been months and a tiresome experience after Thomas's 
funeral. I had suffered endlessly every day. I could not stop thinking 
about everything from the bizarre hospital occurrence to the miserable 
funeral itself. My God, my thoughts after seeing Mrs. Stone with her 
son suffering as they were through the process of the funeral made me 
senseless. What were Thomas and that damn fairy-angel thinking? Mrs. 
Stone would never fall in love with another man. Not that I would ever 
fall in love with her or anyone for that matter, but it didn’t take a rocket 
scientist to figure out what had been written all over her exquisite face. 

However, after all the long weeks that had turned into months 
of trying to forget her, she relentlessly haunted my thoughts. | 
envisioned her damn light green eyes, rimmed with tears, and her 
jet-black glossy hair. 

What was wrong with me? That poor woman had looked half-dead, 
inconsolable, but even so, she was unforgettable. Why was I so drawn to 
her? Why was she overshadowing every aspect of my existence? 

Her green cat-like eyes had looked through me as that damn fairy- 
angel looked at me. The only difference was that in Emmalyn’s case it 
was as if I were the ghost transparent to this world. 

“Damn it, Thomas, what do you want me to do?” I murmured into 
the emptiness of my office. It dawned on me that every day since Thomas 
left this world I was working around the clock. Yet once again, I sat 
here in my office listening to the silence that surrounded me, doing 
exactly what I had done the day he died. Again, it made me think of her, 
Emmalyn Stone. 

I had talked to Matthew at the funeral. He said Thomas had a will in 
place for Emmalyn and her son but he didn’t disclose the amount they 
had been left. 

I decided to call Conner Lane, my private investigator, to set up a 
financial account in Mrs. Stone’s name. I made the account up so it 
would look like an investment that Thomas took out prior to his death 
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with one of my companies. It was an ungodly amount of money, money 
that she would have on top of whatever he had left her in his will, and I 
made sure it looked convincing enough for her never to question it. That 
way, I felt that at least she would never have to worry about money again 
and that I had fulfilled my friend’s request of me. I could only hope that 
is what Thomas would want! He damn sure wouldn’t have meant for me 
to be with his wife. Would he? 

No, of course he wouldn't. Financially set for life, yes, that had to be 
what he meant. 

I had written to Mrs. Stone two months after the funeral, back in 
July sometime, and asked her to fly to Ireland. God knows now that I 
screwed that all up. She shut me down like a detonation of a firecracker. 


She had replied with this letter. 
Aug. 9, 2010 


Dear Mr. O'Neill, 


It has taken me a few days to get my thoughts together so I could 
even write this letter to you. You succeeded in getting my attention. The 
last few months have been unbearable. To say your letter came to me as 
a shock is a huge understatement! 

I never thought this early in my grief that I would reply to anyone, 
but you have me off kilter. You made me walk back in time, back to 
those horrible days after Thomas’s death and the funeral. I do somewhat 
remember a stranger in the background. That must have been you. | 
believe you even spoke to me, but I cannot bring to mind your words. I 
do want to say that the poem you sent me was nothing but flawless! I am 
not a poet. However, I’m starting to find some solace in writing and have 
written a few poems, if you can call them that. It seems like the words I 
put together are depressing to say the least. Still, I’m learning that I can 
put words together quite nicely if you are into soul-wrenching thoughts. 

I have a hard time with reality and have no way to release the sorrow 
that seeps from my heart. How does anyone heal from full-blown and 
utter loss like that? I will say in part it’s my belief in God and a good 
therapist. Of course, I can’t leave out my dear and best friend, Kate. 
You'll have to excuse me and my writing. It is a long and narrow road 
back to sanity. 

As for your offer, I will have to get back to you on that. It’s hard to 
explain the feelings I have about your beloved Ireland. I go back and 
forth with the battle between wanting never to go to the land that took 
my husband, and yet thinking I should go to the land where my husband 
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took his last breath. I do sometimes blame your Island, the Island that is 
three thousand miles across the Atlantic. 

Anyway, for now I will let you reminisce. Please know that in 
knowing Thomas, you already had his respect. He was an honest man 
with numerous values. If you feel guilt over his death, please don’t! I 
carry enough for the both of us! 

Again, thank you for your letter and your kind words, 


Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 
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October 1, 2010—Loch Loch sia’Ga 
Nolan 


Staying at work wasn’t an option. I flew back to the castle, where I 
found some peace. I had been doing this ritual for months now. 

That night I awoke again with my sheets as wet as if I had jumped 
into my lake with them. My heart was racing fast enough to put me in 
atrial fibrillation. I had been having this same dream for several months 
now, and it started right after the funeral. | put my hands through my 
hair and slowed my breathing down. Dammit to hell, this shit had to 
stop. 

Slowly the dream crept back into my mind. I was standing in the 
middle of this large bridge. On the other side, I could just barely make 
out an image of a woman. Her arms were stretched out towards me and 
it looked like she was saying something to me, but I couldn’t hear her 
and the details of her face were always blurred. 

Was she asking me to help her? Was I trying to save her? And why the 
hell was I having the same damn dream? 

It happened over and over. Blinding hell, all I had to do was make my 
feet move forward to rescue the poor woman. Whoever the feck she was. 
In any case, I didn’t want the woman to jump off a bridge for any reason 
if that was what she planned. 

I sat up in my bed. My head cleared a little and as I tried to recollect 
the woman on the other side of the bridge. I could see her a little clearer. 
She was very thin with long dark hair. I still couldn't quite make out her 
face. 

I staggered to my feet. Damn it! It was getting harder and harder to 
shake these dreams. They haunted me throughout the day and made me 
weak as a kitten. It seemed that this dream became more intense after | 
received Mrs. Stone’s letter. It was definitely disturbing my workdays and 
I turned into a waster, a slacker, as Americans would say. 
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I flew back to Dublin that morning. In my office, I had just hung up 
the phone and realized that again I sat at my desk powerless to motivate 
myself to get some work done. I certainly didn’t have time for this kind 
of performance. All I could think about anymore was Mrs. Stone. 

Was she the woman in my dream? Was I supposed to help her 
somehow? Why was she consuming my thoughts? 

I hit the intercom button. “Ailbe.” 

“Yes, Mr. O’ Neill.” 

“Is Deacon here yet?” The intercom crackled back and forth. Christ, 
it’s time for a new intercom system. 

“No, sir, do you want me to send him in when he gets here?” 

“Yes, please! And thank you, Ailbe.” 

I looked up at my ceiling and said, “Thomas, if you can hear me, I’ve 
done everything you've asked of me. Can’t you see that your wife doesn’t 
want to move on? She’s in love with you. I never wanted a part in this 
charade! Damn it to hell, release me of this foolishness.” 

Beep, beep. “Yes, Ailbe.” 

“Mr. O'Neill, there is a Ms. Katlyn Reynolds on line one for you. 
She said she is the advertising agent in the United States. She's returning 
your call. Do you want to take it or should I take her number?” 

“Go ahead and put her through, Ailbe.” 

eYes, Sits 

After hanging up with Ms. Reynolds I sat at my desk, my thoughts 
drifting back to Calista. A whisper, soft but clear, had been speaking 
words in my head for months, saying, “Nolan, she needs you.” I was sure 
“she” meant Emmalyn. 

I knew it was Calista putting these thoughts in my head. There was 
one way to find out. “Damn it, Calista, if you’re here show yourself to 
me,” I said into the empty room. 

Amazingly, slowly Calista appeared before my eyes. She stood in 
front of my desk with an obvious attitude, her arms crossed over her 
chest, looking at me with intent. She said, “Nolan, are you an eejit?” 

I said with a smirk, “Are you?” I had had my fill of prophetic omens 
and this nonsense about who was an eejit, an idiot or fool, was getting 
us nowhere. 

“Calista, what do you want from me? Do you think it’s enjoyable 
for me that you keep putting silly statements in my head whenever you 
like? Mrs. Stone doesn’t want anything to do with me. I’m working, and 
I don’t need you earwigging in on my conversation, nor do I have time 
for your games.” 
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Her glare sent shivers down my spine. I actually leaned back in my 
chair for fear of her wrath. “Games, Mr. O’Neill? I have spelled out the 
entirety that a deaf and blind person would comprehend. I have shown 
you fate, yet you are unaffected. When are you going to get a inkling of 
what is going on? I’m tired and I’m running out of time. You need to pick 
up the clues and make things right.” 

Tap, tap. “Mr. O’Neill, it is just me,” Ailbe said as she peeked around 
the door. 

“Come in, Ailbe.” 

“I have some mail for you and thought you'd like to go over it before 
Deacon gets here.” 

“Thanks, Ailbe.” 

“Are you okay, Mr. O’Neill? I don’t mean to be rude, but I thought I 
heard you talking to someone, but ... yeah, I will just go. Just buzz me if 
you need anything.” The door was already closing. 

Dear God, Nolan, hold it together, man. 

I looked down, started fumbling through the mail, and could not 
quite believe my eyes. Pll be damned, it was another letter from Mrs. 
Stone. She had written back! After her last letter months ago, I didn’t 
think I'd ever hear from her again. 

“Are you ignoring me, Nolan?” Calista said. 

I looked up from the letter and said, “Yes, now go away.” 

“Nolan, I am trying to have patience with you. I am here to help you 
with your damaged soul.” 

I grasped the stack of papers lying in front of me and said, “What 
the hell do you know about my damaged soul?” I threw my hands up in 
the air. “Calista, what the eff do you want with me? Hell, fairy, I didn’t 
know I had a soul left!” . 

That was obviously the wrong thing to do. Calista moved towards me 
and without words she told me she was not a fairy, she was an angel. I was 
immobilized. She put her magic around me and with her piercing blue 
eyes she displayed the images of things I had long concealed. I shuddered 
as the scene played out right before my eyes. 

She closed her eyes, releasing me from the brutal nightmare just as 
quickly as she had frozen me to it. I leaned over my chair trying to calm 
the fear and panic that had taken hold of all my senses. 

Calista whispered, “I’m sorry, I need your fidelity. You are not the 
only one who is suffering.” 

“Oh, my God, Calista, I’m going to be sick.” 

She reached out and touched my forehead and the past retreated into 
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its sheltered place. “I am truly sorry,” she said. “I am notas terrible as you 
believe me to be. I need you to get your head in the right game. Quickly.” 

I sat there in stunned silence. I could feel her eyes upon me. 

I kept my head bowed as I spoke. “No one knows about what you 
just made me relive. I’m assuming you already know that and that I’m 
screwed up in the head.” 

“Yes, I know and it hurts me to see you in such pain, but in order 
for you to be restored you need to remember the past so you can finally 
transport into the approaching future.” 

“Good God, Calista, why did you have to do that to me? Can't you 
just simply speak the truth to me without riddles?” 

I had not looked up, although I knew she was smiling as she said, 
“You have all the answers, now put the pieces together.” 

I reluctantly looked up at her for the first time since she showed me 
my shame and said, “Are you serious? Let me get this straight. Hell or 
high water, you want me to fall madly in love with Thomas’s widow, then 
miraculously somehow you think I’m going to be rehabilitated?” 

She clapped her hands and beamed back at me. “Bravo! I knew you 
had tenacity. You have what it takes to make all of this come about, now 
use it. To-MAHS lies in oblivion until you get it right.” 

God help me, was all I could think. 

Calista disappeared. I picked up the letter from Mrs. Stone. Her script 
was wide and looping, elegant in its own bold way. I slipped my mail 
opener under the seal, took the letter out, and began to read, praying she 
was finally reaching out to me. 

Oct. 1, 2010 

Dear Mr. O'Neill... 

Before I could get past those three words, I heard a clearing of a 
throat and I looked up from my letter to see my right-hand man, Deacon 
O’Mallery, looking at me. 

“Nolan, do you want me to go back out the door and knock again 
and start all over?” 

“What?” 

“Exactly. Do you have the bad dose or something?” He looked down 
at his watch. 

“Sorry, Deacon, how long have you been standing at the door?” 

“I’ve been here three minutes and forty-nine seconds and you were in 
some kind of daze, buddy. Are you feeling okay?” 

Daze. I wish I were just in a daze. I was most certainly not okay. 
“Yeah, Deacon. Look, I’m sorry. I have a lot on my mind right now.” 
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“Obviously, boss. Listen, I’m here if you want to talk. I am your 
friend as well as your chief of operations. If I can do anything just say it.” 

I took a deep breath. “Um, yeah, I wish you could, Deacon, thanks, 
man. I really do appreciate what youre saying, but it’s not work. It’s a 
person—shit, that, um—that I have to try and deal with on my own, 
okay?” 

“Hey, man, I’m okay with that. We can go over the advertising layouts 
later if you want.” 

“Yeah, actually, let’s get together Monday. I’m going to leave early and 
fly home. Also, I talked to Ms. Reynolds today and everything seems to 
be heading in the right direction. Will you set up a webcam meeting for 
some time next week and we'll go over everything then? Get with Ailbe 
and pencil in a time for Monday morning.” 

He smiled and said, “Okay.” He turned around, then looked back at 
me, shook his head, and walked to the door. 

I shook my head too, knowing he thought I was crazy, but as he 
closed the door, I said, “Thanks, Deacon.” 

God, I wished I could talk to him or anyone for that matter. Anyone 
who could help me figure out this puzzle. Now my employees thought 
I was crazy and, hell, I was beginning to question that myself. Who the 
hell saw angels and talked to them? 

Back in the hospital Calista told me about the metaphor that was 
to play out and now the weight of it all fell on me. How in the hell 
was I supposed to fix the mess between myself, To-mahs, Calista and 
Emmalyn. On top of that, Calista thought I was acting like a maggot 
and now time was running out and I was the answer to all of this mess. 
I picked up the phone with my hand shaking, dialing the number in the 
States, the call I knew would forever change my life. 

“Hello. Twice in one day—I don’t know if I should be honored or 
afraid.” 

“Hello, Ms. Reynolds, I know we talked earlier, but I have something 
else to discuss with you and it has nothing to do with honor, and you 
shouldn’t be worried about your job.” 

“Okay, well, I just got off the phone with Deacon. Are you calling to 
check up on me? I can assure you I’m working crazy hours to get your 
plan together.” 

“I am sure you are, but I’m calling about something much more 
personal. I would like to talk to you about Mrs. Stone.” 
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I had watched for weeks that eventually turned into months as Nolan 
struggled with his beliefs. His thoughts about what happened and his 
turmoil over Emmalyn were without an end. I had shown him the way 
of everything. 

I hated making him relive a childhood nightmare, but my thoughts 
and suggestions hadn’t been working on him. What other choice did | 
have? Why hadn't my suggestions worked on him? 

Whom else could I involve besides Emmalyn? I knew Emmalyn 
was off limits, but also knew she was prearranged to be with Nolan. It 
seemed the harder I worked out the details the further away Nolan got 
from the long-term goal. 

I knew because of Emmalyn’s immense bereavement, Zakkai had 
said without question she was to have free will and enough time to heal 
without any prompting from me. My mind finally got on board with the 
rest of the plan as a clip played out within my thoughts and I prompted 
the performance to play out as told. 

That is when my plan had gone into full force. I had whispered into 
Nolan’s ear, “Call Katlyn Reynolds. It is time for a new friendship and it 
is time for you, Mr. O’Neill, to fall in love!” 


rel g 


May 17, 2011—Hilton Head Island, South Carolina 
Emmatlyn Grace Stone 


I sat on my balcony sipping my coffee, looking out over the ocean. 

It was as if the waves told the story of the universe, the sand tumbling 
with the waves as if they together were creating the mysteries of the 
cosmos. Like so many other things in life, they did the same meticulous 
things in an endless pattern. I wouldn’t let myself think too hard about 
all that or for very long, because I didn’t want to go backwards in my 
steady recovery. Dr. Moore’s words whispered in the back of my mind. 
Separate you from your mind. If you don’t think about something then it 
cant manipulate you. | smiled to myself. It really did seem to work. I 
picked up my pen and wrote these words. 

Lost in a sea of misery 

Time and space indefinitely 

Soul shattering internally 

My world destroyed 

My life undone 

How do I go on 

I wrote my name on the paper, then crumpled it up and dropped it on 
the floor. I had written and thought these words repeatedly for so many 
months that they now would be forever imprinted in my soul. I had 
learned a great deal over the last year. The cruelest part in the beginning 
was that life went on whether I wanted it to or not. As I looked back 
over the months, it was somewhat pathetic to think that I didn’t want 
to go on, but now I was finally in a good place or, maybe I should say, 
a safe place. 

Of course, I still felt like I was sixty instead of forty—well, close to 
forty. The months had taken their toll on me and even though Kate, my 
best friend in the whole world, would tell me constantly that I was still 
my beautiful old self. I didn’t believe her... not for one second. I knew 
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there were some things in this life that knock the wind out of you and 
although you can sail again and might even be able to lift back up into 
the breeze, it would never blow the same. 

Thomas’s voice drifted through my mind as if he was sitting right 
here next to me. 

Em, it is like this: you cannot sail straight into the wind. The sails will 
flap like flags. They will not divert wind and then you, my beautiful girl, 
will just sit here frustrated and dead in the water. That’s what we call being 
in irons. So what you have to do to get from point A to, let’s say, point E, 
when there is no straight path, you have to zigzag. Tack like this, Em. 

I could see in my mind the wind blowing and Thomas’s hair lifting 
off his forehead and his hazel eyes smiling at me full of mischief. He was 
showing me how to sail for the first time. 

That was the day I learned about zigging and zagging, as he would 
say, “tacking into the wind.” I could even remember the song playing in 
the background; it was by the Little River Band. 

Kate tapped on the glass door, scaring the bejesus out of me. My face 
must have been showing signs of romantic gratefulness for past times. 
“Whatcha thinking about, Emmy?” she said. “It looks like a lover's 
daydream to me.” 

Kate was all too aware of my sex life, which was zero. Nevertheless, 
I laughed. She always had a way with words that brought the best out 
in me. 

“Oh, a little bit of nothing and a whole lot of reminiscing. You scared 
the shit out of me.” 

“Well, I told you I'd be here at ten, and here’s your mail. Do you ever 
check it? And what are you reminiscing about?” 

“Yes, I check it, just not every day.” 

“Yeah, Em, what? Once a week if that. Look at this pile.” 

“Ha ha. It’s not like I have many bills, Kate, so I just check it once 
in a while.” 

I rummaged through the magazines and held up the People magazine 
showing Kate the hunk on the front, and then saw my light bill. Eww! 
Then, stuck between the bill and a magazine I spotted a silver-lined 
envelope. I knew the sender with the bold black writing. 

Nolan O’Neill’s handwriting was strong and undeniable, but I 
also noticed something new that he had never written before. He had 
addressed me as “Ms. Stone.” The return address just said Castlebar, 
Ireland. My mind deliberately drifted back to the first letter I had 
received from him. Mr. Nolan Hurley O’Neill. I only call him Nolan 
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in my mind. On paper, we still addressed one another with the titles 
Mr. and Mrs. That is, up until this letter arrived. Now he was making a 
definite statement. But why? 

Why now would he address me as not being married? Our relationship 
had changed considerably over the months we'd been exchanging letters. 
I wouldn't deny that our writing to each other had definitely developed 
into an unforeseen friendship. Now I looked forward to receiving his 
letters every few weeks. However, what I hadn’t realized until this 
moment was that I was coming to depend on our conversations. How 
old-fashioned! Who wrote to each other in the 21st century? Yet because 
of our steady letter exchanging, I now considered him a confidant of 
some sort. I looked at him as therapy. He was an interesting man, and, 
hell, just saying that was an understatement. 

Kate knew nothing of my therapy buddy and I was not sure why 
I hadn’t told her, because I normally told Kate everything. Maybe I 
thought I was sparing her any more bullshit from me, as I had dumped 
so much on her when Thomas died. Kate went inside to pour us another 
cup of coffee. Again, I let my mind drift back to the first letter. Nolan 
had written me last summer, only two months after the funeral. It was 
the letter that finally awakened me from the blackness of loss that I 
thought I’d never come out of. 


July 25, 2010 


Dear Mrs. Stone, 

I have tried to write this letter to you on many occasions. I would like 
to make amends with you especially since I feel tremendous guilt over the 
loss of your beloved Thomas. I have taken far too much time to write this 
letter to you and for that I am genuinely sorry. I did come to Thomas’s 
funeral. I am not sure if you remember me. I have known sorrow in my 
life, but I have never been so close to such lament as when I was near you. 
Out of boundless respect for you and your son, I stayed in the background. 
I did not want to interfere with the agony you were enduring. 

I want you to know that I consider Thomas to have been a true 
friend to me. I owe him for many things: his allegiance, his commitment 
and loyalty. Above all that, I owe him my word of honor to show him 
appropriate respect. I regard him with utmost admiration. I would like 
to fulfill his request of me before he died. I would like to tell you about 
what happened that day. However, in all honesty, I wish not to discuss 
it in this letter, but to speak to you in person. I would like to ask you to 
consider coming to Ireland to be my honored guest... 
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When I read those words, I shook my head. Was this man daft? 
Who in their right mind would ask a woman who had just lost her 
husband to fly three thousand miles to the place that took his life? It was 
so unexpected. I could honestly smile as I sat here this morning, but I 
remember it was very different that day. 


— No 


Kate came back out and handed me my coffee. I left Mr. O'Neill in 
the back of my mind as we chatted about her work. Then I unexpectedly 
said, “I think I might open up a flower shop!” 

“T think you should do it. You love flowers,” Kate said. “Hell, you talk 
about flowers all the time. Do it. It would be good for you.” 

I went on to tell her that I had already looked at Mr. Ort’s old coffee 
shop on Main Street and she beamed at me. 

“Emmalyn, I’m so proud of you.” 

I smiled back. I was pleased with myself too. 

I had come a long way in a short time—well, that was if you could 
say a year is a short period. I told her all about my plans. How I'd like 
to come up with a great name for the shop and how I'd make beautiful 
displays and put them in the front window. She gave me some great ideas 
too, and it was like old times... time before death, time before insanity, 
and it felt normal. 

Kate’s cell started ringing and she looked at her caller ID. “Sorry, 
Em, I have to take this,” and she stepped back inside the glass doors. 
I easily drifted back to the thoughts of Nolan’s first letter, all those 
months ago. 

He had gone on in his letter to say he insisted on paying all expenses. 
In addition, he wrote, “I somehow feel Thomas would approve of this 
consent to me getting to know the wife of a dear friend. I could finally 
give something back to him for all he gave to me.” 

I had set the letter down at that point. I was still in major therapy 
and, thank God I was, because my brain had become a pool of muddled 
thoughts! I remembered being light-headed and actually leaning over the 
chair and then running for the bathroom to empty my early morning 
coffee. It had taken me several long minutes to start breathing in an even 
flow. In, out. In, out. The way Dr. Moore had so often told me when I 
was hyperventilating. 

I had written him back a few days later, trying to give him a piece of 
my mind or something to that effect. Later, I couldn’t remember what 
I'd written, word for word. 
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I had told him that I never thought I'd be thrown off kilter like this. 
I said I knew he was trying to be kind and courteous and I was grateful 
for his condolences. 

I think at some point I even thanked him for the poem he had found 
and put in the letter to me. He had written that he thought the poem 
would be pleasing to me, but the blasted poem and his letter almost 
made me lose my last bit of sanity. It’s strange how I can remember his 
words but can’t remember the exact words I wrote to him. My mind was 
too befuddled to make real sense out of anything back then and it’s not 
like I made a copy before I sent it to Ireland. 

Of course, Thomas had mentioned him over the years, but I had 
never met the Famous Mr. O’Neill. What I did know was that he was 
extremely wealthy. He owned more businesses then I could remember, 
and Thomas did international lawyer shit for him and had been doing 
so for several years. I really couldn’t remember how they met. Thomas 
rarely talked about their relationship, but he did say Nolan O’Neill was 
a sheltered man. Thomas had told me they had appreciated each other’s 
wits instantly. “I do believe you'd like the old chap immensely,” he had 
said, trying to duplicate his chum’s Irish accent. 

I had laughed at him over the impression of his Irish brogue. 

Mr. O’Neill had sent a letter to Thomas’s office a few months before 
that fatal trip. He had brought the letter home and read it to me, excited 
to share the news of us finally going to Ireland together. 

However, my mother had been very ill and close to death a few days 
before we were to leave. I had sent him to Ireland without me—stupid, 
stupid me. Thomas would still be alive if I had asked him to stay here 
instead of going to work on some big merger. He had been offered an 
incredible opportunity of being in-house counsel for Mr. O’Neill’s 
multi-billion-dollar mobile company. However, at the time I didn’t pay 
much attention, as I was with my mother daily until her death. 

I learned much later on that I wasn’t too terribly disrespectful in my 
reply to Nolan O’Neill’s first letter to me. But when I started actually 
living again, it weighed heavy on my mind. | had debated for many 
months if I should write him again. 

Several months after Thomas died, I decided to sell our big house 
in Savannah. I bought and moved into my charming condominium on 
Hilton Head that overlooked the ocean. It was during the move that I 
came across his letter again. 

Today, thinking of all that on the deck, I saw Kate coming through 
the doors and I brushed away my tears that were falling silently. 
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“Sorry, Emmalyn, that was an international call,” Kate said. 

I smiled up at her and “No worries, Kate, I’m just daydreaming like 
I always do.” 

She looked a little off or maybe it was I, since I had been revisiting 
the past. She sat next to me and we watched the ocean. We listened to 
the symphony of the waves that crashed against the shore. Total peace 
surrounded us. 

I sat there thinking back to how different it had been six months ago. 
I had still been caught in the darkness of my pain and was far from the 
peace of today. 
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July 2010—Hilton Head Island 
Emmalyn 


Nonexistent: 

I never knew days could be so long, 

Then again, I never knew them to be short. 

My mind stays aware even though my body is sleeping. 
It is open to all that surrounds me, yet I know nothing. 
There is a whisper in the very soul of me; 

It knows that Iam missing something, 

Yet the more I try to find awareness 

The truth is buried deeper within my consciousness. 

I sense something or someone near, 

But it is as if 1 am an infant in the womb 

And though I try to recognize my surroundings, 

I am unaware of the existence of my being. 

Yet, if I know that I’m a being, then why don’t I understand. 


Geez Louise! 

Sweat was running down my neck as I sat up and looked at my alarm 
clock. The blur of red shone back at me reading five-forty-three. Really. 
Shit fire! I could have at least slept in until seven. Damn! Damn! Damn! 

I awakened again from a dream that I had so many times. The 
same one I started having after Thomas was killed. The rawness of the 
heartache overwhelmed me again. Thank you so much, oh wonderful 
fucking dream! 

“Oh Emmalyn, such a potty mouth,” I sighed as I whispered the 
words aloud. I really do need to stop cussing! I never cussed like this 
before, well, that is before, ugh... “Thomas!” 

I kicked off the covers, stood up and stretched. As I walked toward 
the bathroom, I looked back over my shoulder at my big empty bed. 
“Damn dream! What the hell is wrong with me?” 
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Brushing my teeth, I went over the images of my recurring dream. 

I was always standing close to this stupid bridge, a bridge that even 
after a zillion times I still did not recognize. I endlessly struggled to 
make my feet take the steps towards that stupid-ass bridge. Pleading to 
whoever it was that watched me, but it was useless. 

I laughed at myself as I stood here in my bathroom, remembering Dr. 
Moore’s words: Take one step at a time, Emmalyn. I promise you every day 
will get a little better. 

It was also me patting my back because I did put one foot in front 
of the other to make it all the way to the bathroom. A part of me knows 
that I am cracked, but the other part is realistic and she is the part of me 
that has found equilibrium between imaginary and real. 

At least in my dreams there wasn’t any fear. Instead I felt a fierce intensity 
to reach the man who is always motioning for me to come to him. 

OMG! I froze as I looked in the mirror, my toothbrush still vibrating 
over my teeth and for the first time in all this craziness, I saw the man, 
and his lips moving actually saying, “Come to me, Emmalyn!” 

Holy raccoon’s ass, Dr. Moore told me that windows open up. I think 
one of my windows just opened. It was Kate who referred me to Dr. 
Moore. She has suggested more than once that I might subconsciously 
reach out to Thomas in the dream world because it made me feel safe. 
Yet, if that was the case, I thought I would feel the substance of him 
somewhere within my dream state, but his presence was never there. 
Now, the new evidence that had revealed itself left me restless. Somehow, 
though, I doubted that the man was Thomas. If it was, then why could I 
not just walk onto the bridge and wrap my arms around him? This time, 
though I couldn’t make out the man’s face, I could see his mouth perfectly 
as he spoke to me. 

I stared back at the green eyes that have looked back at me for almost 
forty years and over the past year they have embarrassed me, betrayed 
me, confused and frightened me, but more than anything, they loved me 
unconditionally. I blinked a few times and then the light bulb went off. 

Smack. How can you forget Em, you have no control! 


lO 


I had gone to see my shrink, after I had read that damn letter several 
times. I read the letter to Dr. Moore aloud. I spoke it with as much Irish 
flair as I could to get the point across! 

“... Thomas had flown thousands of miles across the Atlantic Ocean 
when I needed him. He was here to finalize a merger, a major deal for 
my company. Time was of great importance, though now I wish I could 
reverse time and rewind it back to change the outcome. Unfortunately, 
that is not how it played out for any of us. I wish I could explain or even 
understand why it has taken me so long to put my thoughts on paper and 
write you. Grief and guilt were strange to me, and I am truly sorry for all 
that you have lost. I hope and pray that at some point along your journey 
you will find peace and closure...” 

I yelled and screamed in her office at the top of my lungs. 

“Well, no shit, buddy, me too! But don’t hold your fucking breath. 
I’ve been asking God for answers too, but Thomas is gone, gone because 
of you, Mr. Fucking O'Neill!” 

Dr. Moore was looking at me with compassion. “Emmalyn, you are 
better than this. Haven’t you learned anything from all the sessions we've 
had together? You've come too far to go backwards now.” 

I was ashamed of myself for my outburst, but I was also partially 
proud of it. I had cried every day since Thomas’s death, but now I was 
angry so I let it flow through my veins. It felt better than the unmovable 
heartache and disconnection from the world that I had felt for so long. I 
could not bear to look at Dr. Moore. My shame got the better of me. She 
had told me the stages of grief and I had not gotten very far until this 
day. This day was my breakthrough and God was fixing to do a miracle 
on me. 

Dr. Moore walked towards me as she spoke, “You came to me because 
of your belief and your faith in God, not because of your disbelief in 
Him. You lost a mother and a husband within days of each other. It’s 
time for you to restore your faith.” 
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Not once in all the time I’d spent with Dr. Moore had she ever 
touched me, but now she reached her arms out and I fell into them like 
a child who had been broken, lost and abandoned. I thought my heart 
was already ripped out of my body, but today it shattered around me and 
I literally had a nervous breakdown in her arms. 

I had thought that my fountain of never-ending tears had somehow 
owned me. They now flowed out, gushing from somewhere so deep, I 
didn’t know where they came from. After ten minutes, or two hours 
for all I know, I finally stopped crying. Dr. Moore handed me a tissue 
and I blew my nose. Amazingly, the most profound peace washed over 
me. I finally knew that somewhere deep inside, I had stepped over the 
threshold away from insanity and I was going to survive. 

If there was a way for Thomas to watch over me, he had done so. 
He had awakened me out of the darkness. Of all the damn things to 
bring me back, it was a letter from a man who was three thousand miles 
away. A man who happened to be a little stronger than me. A man who 
uncharacteristically wrote his heart on paper. I was not stupid. I read 
between the lines. I knew what Dr. Moore was saying and even more, I 
knew what Nolan O’Neill was saying to me. He was just as broken as | 
was, just in other ways. 

Dr. Moore picked up the letter and said, “May I read the rest of this 
letter out loud to you?” 

I nodded. I could not speak yet anyway. 

“Emmalyn, I do so hope and pray that you will take me up on my 
offer,’ Dr. Moore read. “Just know if you do ever want to make the 
journey, I am here. I found this poem not too long ago and I am in hopes 
that it touches your heart as much as it did mine.” 

She read the poem, titled “Remembered Joy,” that I had read at home: 


Do not grieve for me, for now I’m free! 
I follow the plan God laid for me. 

I saw his face I heard his call, 

I took his hand and left it all... 

I could not stay another day, 

To love, to laugh, to work or play, 
Tasks left undone must stay that way. 
And if my parting has left a void, 
Then fill it with remembered joy. 

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss... 
Ah yes, these things I, too, shall miss. 
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My life’s been full, P’'ve savored much: 

Good times, good friends, a loved one’s touch. 
Perhaps my time seemed all too brief. 

Don’t shorten yours with undue grief. 

Be not burdened with tears of sorrow, 

Enjoy the sunshine of morrow. 


—Author unknown 


The final sentence of the letter was “Nimbneach do bro’n orm ro— 
your sorrow hurts me too.” 

Dr. Moore raised her eyes to mine. “That was beautifully written.” 

I agreed one hundred percent. She leaned back and said, “Emmalyn, 
you do know this man is hurting greatly over Thomas’s death? I’m not 
going to tell you to continue correspondence with this Mr. O’Neill, but 
Pll give you my opinion. | think it would be healthy for both of you if 
you were able to talk freely about your lives to one another. I believe 
that you are both injured people: It will truly help you both to heal in a 
positive way.” 

I slowly tried to use my voice, straining uncomfortably from my 
screaming and crying. Scratchily, I said, “I ... do ... not ... know,” and 
cleared my throat again. “I don’t know how I would keep my anger from 
flowing onto the pages, Dr. Moore.” 

“Emmalyn, you know you are not angry with Mr. O'Neill. You're 
angry with the circumstances that life dealt you.” She was right. She was 
always right. But I couldn’t just brush my anger off easily. 

“Listen, go home and think about it for a few days. If anything comes 
to mind, then write it down. I’ve told you one of the best ways of healing 
is to write down your thoughts, release them onto paper so that they 
don’t clutter up your head. Think things through and then release them 
to the wind. Write what is in your heart. Either you will feel something 
or you wont. If perhaps it takes shape in letter form, that is significant 
progress. After today I can honestly say you are moving graciously back 
into life. You have made tremendous headway and I’m immensely proud 
of you.” 

I drove home feeling self-sufficient for the first time in months. I went 
to bed and slept twenty-four hours straight. 

My cell phone rang and I was happy to see the caller ID name. 
“Hello, Christian.” 
“How are you, Mom?” 
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I paused. 

“Mom, are you okay?” 

“Yes, but I’m just waking up.” 

“Oh, sorry. Why are you asleep at four-thirty in the afternoon?” 

“Oh, I don’t know, I just fell asleep, I guess. I saw Dr. Moore today 
and it wore me out.” That was an understatement. 

“Mom, seriously, are you okay? Do you need to talk? I’m so sorry I 
can’t come home more. Is Aunt Kate keeping an eye on you?” 

“Yes, I do want to talk to you, kiddo, and I’m doing well. How about 
instead of talking about how I’m doing we talk about you coming here 
for some fun at Aunt Kate’s Memorial Day party next May. Since we still 
have several months before then, how about you fly down for that long 
weekend?” 

“Mom, I’m sorry but I can’t take time off then. At least I'll be able to 
come home at Thanksgiving and for Christmas. I know I only can stay 
for a few days for each holiday. It’s just so damn hard juggling everything. 
I have a lot on my plate.” 

“Christian, you don’t need to apologize to me. I know how busy 
you are.” 

“Mom, I’m busting my ass and these classes, combined with working 
with Matthew’s associates, are taking everything I have!” 

“Oh, sweetie, I know and I’m so proud of you. I’m grateful you get 
to come and spend a couple of days with me for the holidays. You know 
your dad is looking down on you too and he is very proud of you. I saw 
from your email that you surpassed his high scores at Yale.” 

“Thanks, that means a lot to me.” 

“You sound tired, Christian.” 

“Hell, that’s a given. I’m tired all the time. I’m happy if I get four 
hours of sleep right now. I’m so damn ready for all this shit to be over so 
I can start making some money for a change.” 

“I know, kiddo, but don’t quit on me now.” 

“Mom, that word does not exist in my vocabulary. My ears hurt just 
by you saying the word quit.” 

“Sounds so familiar—so let’s change the subject, handsome. How’s 
the weather in New Haven right now? Is there snow still on the ground?” 

“No. Thank God it’s cleared out, but it’s still colder than a well- 
digger’s ass!” 

“Christian, you and your phrases! I swear you come up with the most 
outrageous sayings.” 

“Yeah, well, if you hung around these Yale guys from all over the 
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United States for as long as I have, you'd pick up a little argot slang from 
everywhere too.” 

“You've always made me laugh, son. Maybe in the spring I could fly 
up and spend time with you for just a couple of days so you'd still have 
time to study. Do you think you could spare time for your old mom?” 

“Tt would be awesome. We'll have some fun. I'll make the time for 
you. It’s a hell of a lot easier for you to come here than for me to lug 
everything I need there, that’s for damn sure. Hey, I’m not trying to 
change the subject, but you truly sound good. I mean great. It’s nice to 
hear your voice happy again.” 

“Thanks for noticing. Dr. Moore is helping me return to the living. 
She’s introduced me to writing and amazingly it’s helping to free my 
mind of all the clutter.” 

“Really. Pl have to try that. It sounds like it’s great.” 

“Well, honey, I’m finally seeing the light at the end of the tunnel and 
it looks a hell of a lot better than it has over the past eight months.” 

After we hung up, I felt better. I loved that kid with every fiber of 
my being. Nonetheless, he was a boy and I couldn’t talk as freely with 
him as I wanted to. He probably questioned my sanity on so many levels 
over the past six or seven months—not that I blamed him. I questioned 
it myself! Kids aren’t supposed to have to worry about their parents but 
I knew he did. And it just made me worry about him more. He already 
took on more than he should at his age. I wasn’t sure what he thought he 
needed to prove. I would love him no matter what profession he chose. 
But he wanted to be just like his father ever since he was around five 
years old. Damn, if he was not overachieving his goals and his father’s! 

Talking with Christian somehow stirred up the memories in my head, 
back to those days after Thomas died. Strangely, for the first time since 
the funeral, I remembered seeing a man in the background. It had to be 
Mr. O'Neill. He was standing over by the gate that backs up along the 
stone path to Thomas’s gravesite. My Lord, I was mortified now to think 
that the man in the background was hands-down the most fetching man 
I'd ever seen. Thomas was a handsome man, but to me he had the boy- 
next-door good looks. I would forever love that about him. 

Nolan O’ Neill was a different type altogether. Although I remembered 
his face, I had very little recollection of the brief encounter with him at 
the funeral. Christian and Kate were walking in front of me and I had 
stayed back to postpone my goodbye to Thomas. That’s when Nolan 
stepped into my line of view. He was tall and his eyes were the color of 
the sky on a cloudless day, but I could see the sadness in them and it 
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made me take a step backwards. He caught my arm to steady me, and I 
swear a little electric shock went through us like that of static electricity. 

In a deep Irish voice, he said, “7a’ me’ go firinneach leithsceal as 
do chaillteanas,” and then whispered the words, “I’m truly sorry for 
your loss.” 

After that, he turned around and walked in the other direction. I 
nearly thought I had dreamt it all up, because in a minute, he was gone. 

Now, five months afterward, the words at the end of his letter flowed 
through my head. “Your sorrow hurts me too.” 

I needed to write him back. This man had guilt in his heart just like 
me. Maybe it would help both of us heal. 


oe ble 


November 1, 2010—Dublin 
Nolan 


I sat at my desk with my hand over my eyes, squeezing on my temples 
trying to get the blood flowing into that part of my brain again. I had 
done everything to get Emmalyn Stone out of my mind. Now after 
waiting half a year, I held a letter from her that I’d assumed I would 
never receive. Here in the pile of mail was what I had been praying for. 

I figured out that it wasn’t just for me, but also for the angel who was 
still putting crazy thoughts in my head. Her visit with me was painful 
and exhausting. 

In my phone calls to Kate, Emmalyn’s best friend, I had found out 
that Emmalyn was returning to the land of the living and that I just 
needed to have some patience. For a man with zero patience, these six 
months have been an eternity! 

I was hopeful that this letter, the second I’d received, was a new start. 


I lifted the edges of the letter and began to read. 


Oct 1, 2010 
Dear Mr. O'Neill, 


I want to start by saying I’m sincerely sorry. I am usually a friendly 
and an approachable person. Unfortunately, after Thomas's death the 
months that followed are much of a blur to me. Recently I moved to a 
condominium on the ocean and in that move I accidentally rediscovered 
a shining silver envelope with a fancy stamp on it, and inside was a sweet 
and comforting old letter from you. It somehow sparked knowledge of 
a previous letter that I had written back to you a few months ago. Sadly, 
I do not remember a lot about what I said in that earlier letter because I 
was very dispirited at that time. 

I do know I was not very kind to you. In reading your letter this time 
it made me smile instead of wanting to dissolve into the paper and knock 
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your block off! That, unfortunately, is all I do remember of that dreadful 
letter! I am still not sure why your letter provoked such anger in me. 
Maybe it was my own guilt lashing back at me or maybe it was because 
I did blame you in some weird way and seeing it in black and white set 
the fire burning deep within my soul. My journey has been long, but I 
finally see the light in the path in front of me. I am optimistic and in 
hopes that I will have a long life without any more life-shattering pain. I 
am laughing at my own words! Forgive me. 

It has taken mea long time to think logically. I guess what I’m trying 
to say is, it would be of great comfort to me if I could write to you. If 
you are agreeable, I would like to begin a friendship between us. I know 
Thomas thought highly of you and vice versa. 

I hope in my previous letter I did not offend or insult you too bad. 
But if I have ruined any further chance of communication between 
us, please let this be my pardon and the final letter. That will ease my 
mind and heart of any further uncomfortable thoughts about my earlier 
behavior... I see now that you were a true friend to Thomas and hold his 
memory with affection. 

After months of unbearable grief, I am returning to the life of 
the living! 


With warmest regards, 
Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 


I looked up from the letter and smiled. 

It was the first smile I could remember truly having in a very long 
time. I'll be damned. It’s working! Calista was right all along. 

My eyes read Emmalyn’s words again, and I sat at my desk just 
looking at the blank paper in front of me. Finally, my pen took action 
and started flowing across the paper. 


Nov. 1, 2010—Dublin, Ireland 
Dear Mrs. Stone, 


I was delighted when your letter came into my hands today. 

First, there was never a need for an apology. If anything, my timing 
was totally off. I can finally explain to you part of my story. Over the 
many years that Thomas was my attorney, we talked at length about 
you and your son, Christian. I presumed to know you because of my 
friendship with Thomas, not because we encountered each other except 
for the brief moment at the funeral, but because—well, you know 
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Thomas was a stickler for detail. So I felt like I was on a more personal 
level with you, while on your side, you were subjected to a man in shock 
doing the only thing he could think of. 

You see, for a man like me, at times of distress, I handle it, control it 
or make right the wrong of a situation. I’m the man who fixes when the 
need arises. 

As you know, I own a large business. I have thousands of employees 
under me, and I guess there are times I overstep my boundaries! You, on 
the other hand, had all rights to—as you said it—knock my block off. I 
do not blame you for anything you said in your prior letter. I hope you 
will give me the same forgiveness for past or future letters that might put 
my foot in my mouth and say something distasteful. 

You said you'd like to start a friendship. Agreed! Let us talk no more 
of our past letters and start today. 

I know I have stated this before, but I would like to offer an open 
invitation once again. If you ever decide to fly over the three thousand 
miles of ocean that separates our lives, for a diversion from life in the 
States, Pll be here waiting! 

I have a large home with many acres. There are so many things to do 
over here in Ireland. I can take you riding, I can show you the historical 
ruins or I can take you on a winding long drive down our crazy Ireland 
streets. I can arrange an array of activities for you from relaxation to 
magnificent. You name the fiesta and it will be yours. | am at your 
assistance in any season! 

My best to you always and for your continuing recovery; 


Mr. Nolan O’ Neill 
Owner/CEO 


Empire World Association International 
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Nov. 28, 2010—Hilton Head 
Dear Mr. O'Neill, 


After reading your letter, I feel much excused from my earlier 
behavior. I overlooked so many things in your first letter. 1 know now 
that you truly were seeking to soothe my internal turmoil. Unfortunately, 
at that time, neither you nor anyone, other than God himself, could have 
helped me during those exhausting days. 

I feel mostly when writing you that I am at ease and freer than I 
can explain. I am now finally starting to see more appreciation for life 
and so life seems to get better each day. I have set off in a new and 
exciting direction. I do volunteer work with children with special needs. 
I love to read to them and hold them. I have found joy in spending time 
with children. God love them, they didn’t ask for their disability that 
was fated to them. They are the innocent ones. I find strength in their 
ability to learn and see the world in a much different view. I guess for 
me personally it helps with the loneliness and the unbearable extra time 
I seem to have! 

I also started volunteering a few days a month on Daufuskie Island 
as a historic guide. I do love historical facts—fictional stories as well. As 
a guide, I learn about the wonderful facts or fictions that surround the 
Civil War times of this area. I know this may sound a little bizarre to 
you, but I’m learning the littlest things appear to make a difference in 
my life. 

I have thought about opening up a flower shop. I love flowers and 
Thomas left me a ridiculous amount of money. I could use some of that 
money to get a shop up and running. I am stepping out of my old self. 
I’m hoping to find a new self. 

Thank you again for your open offer to come to Ireland. Maybe in months 
to come I'll be ready to take the long journey over the big blue Atlantic for a 
very much-needed vacation. Until then, I will continue to write you. 
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I'm told it’s great therapy! LOL 


Until you write again, 


Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 


P.S. We just celebrated Thanksgiving here. I did an exceptional job. 
I pulled it off with the grace of a Southern belle. If I don’t hear from 
you until after Christmas, please know that I wish you a delightful 
Christmas season. 


Dec. 13, 2010—Dublin 
Dear Mrs. Stone, 


I must say that I am much relieved after receiving your letter today. 
Your letter made me smile and unfortunately, I do not do that often 
enough. Just knowing that you are in a better place and gaining back 
your daily schedule makes me smile. I think volunteering is a wonderful 
thing to do. I’m not so sure if I could ever volunteer with children. I have 
never had children and would not have a clue as to what to do with them. 
But I play a part in a lot of different charities here in Ireland. There is one 
above the rest that I hold a little closer to my heart then others. It is for 
local orphanages. 

So, what is this Daufuskie Island? Do please explain more. I, too, 
have a love for history. If you ever do come here to Ireland, I will be your 
history guide back in time. Ireland is full of ancient discoveries from 
abbeys to castles and the Cliffs of Moher—which is one of the most 
spectacular sights I have ever witnessed—to the pubs and, of course, 
drinking a pint at the end of the day. 

I have a feeling that you would fall in love with all of Ireland. I would 
love one day for you to see Loch Loch sio’Ga, which means Lake Lake of 
Fairies. It is my personal home. Do you like to ride, Mrs. Stone? If so, I 
can take you riding in places most people never get to see while visiting 
Ireland. I have many horses, but my loyal friend and steady companion 
is Plaince‘ad le Spotai—that means blanket with spots. I usually shorten 
his name to Plaince‘ad, just blanket, when I’m riding, for it is a bit of a 
mouthful. He is a piebald with tobiano pattern, a most remarkable horse. 
He has what people call leucism—a condition characterized by reduced 
pigmentation. One eye is blue and the other is brown. To some horse 
lovers, he probably wouldn’t be known as a prize possession because of 
the markings he has. People either seem to love them or they don’t, but 
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to me he is an extraordinarily stunning creature without blemish. I hope 
to introduce you to him at some point in the near future. 

My father, Dermod, bought him for me as a birthday gift many 
years ago. My father and I raise horses and hope to race one of our 
thoroughbreds one day in the Epsom Derby. It is like your Kentucky 
Derby and is over in England. We have great hopes that we will have 
one of our three-year-olds ready by next June when the Derby takes 
place. Well, I’m sure by now that my wise-acre attitude has bored you 
enough. I'll stop while I still have a chance of a lasting communication 
between us. 

I must say happy belated Thanksgiving to you. I don’t celebrate 
Thanksgiving, but I am looking forward to Christmas. 

I pray that the Christmas holidays will be kind to you and that you 
will find happiness within your family and friends. 

Until your next letter, 

Mr. Nolan O’Neill 


—NGo— 


Dec. 28, 2010—Hilton Head 


Dear Mr. O'Neill, 


I must say to you that it feels good to write with such candidness. I 
think I had repressed my frame of mind for way too long. I will admit 
too that when reading your letters I find myself smiling. Actually, I find 
myself laughing out loud! I can understand your not having affection for 
children since you've never had any. But then you shock me saying you 
hold dear to orphanages as your top charity, so what is this? 

I am also shocked, though I should not be, that you are unaware of 
Daufuskie Island. Being that I ama native of this Southern Low Country 
area, it’s well known to all. Daufuskie is off the coast of South Carolina 
by Hilton Head Island where I live. The only way to this charming place 
is by boat or ferry. ’'m surprised Thomas never mentioned our heaven on 
earth to you. There are many historical accounts written or even sung 
about this historic island. Back in the 1970s, Pat Conroy wrote a book 
called The Water is Wide. It talks about his teaching black children on the 
island how to read, and about exposing the racism back then. Anyway, 
if you ever come here to the States I would be delighted to give you a 
personal all-American-girl kind of tour. I would give you the true and 
real facts about us Americans (no witticism intended!). LMAO 
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Let's get back to visiting the land of Ireland. I have dreamt of going 
to Ireland for many years. I am one step closer! So can I ask? Your Loch 
Loch sio’ Ga—is it a magnificent home or castle? Might I ask why 
you named your home this name of all names? It isn’t as long as your 
horse’s name, but it is a mouthful. As for horses, I love them, but I must 
confess that | am by no means a natural or talented rider. I would say 
below-amateur category would define me. I must confess that I looked 
up the type of piebald horse you spoke so fondly about. If Plaince’ad le 
Spotai is as spectacular as what I’ve found on the internet then I consider 
you to have the most extraordinary companion. I hope someday you'll 
introduce me to this magnificent animal! 

As for racing, I have to declare I’ve never been to any horse race, 
Kentucky Derby included. It seems that you either consciously or 
unconsciously keep pointing out that I have a considerable number of 
things to include on my bucket list. You mentioned your father in your 
last letter. | am envious for sure! I never got the pleasure of meeting 
my father. As you know, my mother has been gone from me for some 
months now. I am assuming you are dedicated to your father, given that 
you are in a business together. That's so pleasing to hear. I wish you the 
best at the derby. As for your wise-acre attitude, it’s actually refreshing to 
me and welcomed... Good day to you, Mr. O’Neill, 

My holidays went better than I could have envisioned. I do believe it 
was in part to your words of wisdom. Thank you. 

Title: Mother-Volunteer-The Whole Kit and Caboodle 

Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 

P.S. Above, in the first paragraph, you will find the meaning to LOL. 


Ko —_ 


Jan. 10, 2011—Castlebar, Ireland 


Dear Mrs. Stone, 

I continue to laugh at all your letters. It is refreshing to have a new 
perspective on life. I see I cannot get away with anything with you, 
referring to my comments on the orphanages. I'll tell you though it 
must be in confidence—I do not tell anyone about my reasons. Deacon 
O’Mallery, who is my director at Empire World, was an orphan. My 
father used to let some of the local boys come to our farm on the 
weekends when we were just young boys. My father saw something in 
young Deacon and he spent time with him, more so than any of the 
other boys. My father and mother (her name was Sabia) raised us equally. 
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Deacon, this young self-willed boy, struggled with who and what he 
was. Over a stretch of time, even though I was only a young man myself, 
I saw the undeniable change in him. I learned that with reasonable 
direction and love from my family he could be more than what life had 
offered him in the beginning. We all know life can be harsh and I would 
like other children if possible to experience the same help as Deacon and 
the other boys did. That is just between you and me. I would not want 
him knowing that I am sharing things about him that only a few know 
of. Although that’s exactly what I am doing with you, so I now consider 
you a secret agent. You have made it easy for me and that in itself is 
unimaginable. I find myself weekly writing to you about all areas of life, 
but even more importantly I’m writing you about my internal secrets. 

Now, I did as you did for my beloved horse and looked up Daufuskie 
Island. What a treasure. I suppose I have way too long overlooked some 
of the attractions that America has to offer. I hope that one day soon | 
will get your splendid tour. 

You ask about my home and it is a castle. | had her restored and 
added on to three years ago. I worked closely with a crew to make sure 
the authenticity of what was still standing would blend into new design. 
She is magnificent and I am arrogant enough to call her my own. [| 
believe you would be conscious of the lure to Loch Loch sio’Ga. You ask 
why I named her this. For one, she looks out over a striking lake. Reason 
number two is I’ve seen fairies down by the lake and I thought it was an 
appropriate name for the two combined. 

As for my athair, my father, there is not a person I know who does 
not love him. His passion for life is contagious. You will find him at 
pubs around Galway drinking down a few pints and then belting out old 
lyrics from songs of long ago. He’s quite the attention-getter. Yet I find it 
strange that after my own mother’s death he has chosen not to remarry. 
I have no understanding of why, but I can assure you that my father has 
many female friends who would like to be Mrs. Dermod Ayden O'Neill. 
Iam particularly partial and have a soft spot for one named Aislinn. She 
truly makes the most delicious cookies I have ever eaten. 

I already stated that I reveal too much of myself when writing to you, 
but truth be known, I am not an approachable man! My work consumes 
me and the thought of something else gobbling up my time other than 
work overwhelms me. I also admit that I have no idea of what your 
abbreviations stand for. I couldn’t find a thing on the internet on this 
lettering! Now you have thrown another curve by adding LMAO. What 


do these letters mean? 
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I wish I could continue to write a lengthier letter, but Deacon and my 
father along with Oliver, my Irish wolfhound, are standing over me at 
my desk, breathing down my neck waiting for me to go for a ride. 

I hope by now I can just return letters from you by just saying 

Have a wonderful day, Mrs. Stone. 

If I have insulted you with my title, forgive me. I’m willing to give up 
my title to put you at ease... From now on, it will be... 

Sincerely yours, 


Nolan Hurley O'Neill 


Jan. 31, 2011 
Dear Mr. O'Neill, 


I am sorry, for I seem to take for granted my Americanized slang. 
You, on the other hand, are more refined! Therefore, when I say bizarre 
things it is just my personality. I mean no disrespect. 

I am in awe of your father and your treasured mother for their help to 
your friend Deacon. What a wonderful gift that both sides of the party 
had, and you have opened my eyes to why it is at the utmost part of your 
giving. And a secret agent I have never been. I must say I like it! 

However, in all seriousness, our letters are therapeutic. It’s a way 
for us to communicate and open up to one another. There are secrets 
hidden inside all of us. I’m learning it is much better to bring them 
to the surface. Leaving them buried deep inside of you where they can 
fester can be detrimental, don’t you agree? Your secrets are safe with me. 
I promise! 

You spoke of your father not remarrying. My mother, Iris, also never 
married again. I never knew my father though she spoke fondly of him 
often. It has always amazed me how she raised a child all by herself 
and yet I never once heard her complain. Anyway, back to your father, 
Dermod. I can understand him not marring again. Marriage and life can 
be miraculous. That is, if the partnership is cooperative and in harmony. 


To encounter it once is remarkable in itself. To experience it twice is just 
rarely heard of! 

As for you, you are a mystery! I can understand work being a priority, 
but it is no secret about your fortune. In all reality, when is enough enough? 
I can assure you that there is limitless energy if shared with the desirable 
person. I can only say this now because once, not long ago, I lived it. 
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Maybe you should consider this Aislinn, the fabulous cookie-maker, 
marriageable material. Every man should find a woman who can cook, 
or vice versa, but at least one of the partners should have cooking skills. 
It makes for entertaining nights and fun conversation. 

I’m intrigued with your lake and fairies. Please humor me and tell me 
more. You threw me the bone and now I want the meat! I have seen a 
lake, but I’ve never had the experience of seeing a fairy. 

Now a dog named Oliver. How sweet, but what a large creature he 
must be... more like one of your horses. Now, to go back to my last title, 
I took my job of being a wife and mother seriously. I guess I’m trying 
to say politely that I’m the whole kit and caboodle, the whole shebang, 
the whole enchilada and if you wrap all those up, then you have me. Of 
course, when I say all of this I am also saying LOL, which means that 
I’m laughing out loud at the absurdity of which I speak. I did my best 
and that is all I have ever accomplished. Being a good wife and mother 
are the two hardest jobs in the world, if you ask me, which of course you 
didn’t. It is just my input! And your title doesn’t offend me at all. 

Have a wonderful day. 

Sincerely, 


Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 


P.S. These abbreviations are slang on the internet and in texting. It 
has become very popular over here in the States. 


LOL = Laughing Out Loud 
LMAO = Laughing My Ass Off 


Go 


Feb. 14, 2011 

Dear Mrs. Stone, 

I can assure you that I am in no way feeling disrespected. I love your 
good cheer. Your Americanized behavior repeatedly provides me with 
entertainment. You mentioned yet another loss to you, your father. May 
I ask what happened? Please know I will understand if you do not want 
to reflect on this subject. 

As to your overall counsel, I will have to agree with you. My athair 
said my mathair—my mother—was the only one brave enough to 
conquer his heart. Like you, he has suffered immense loss throughout 
his life. I have been told men handle loss differently than women do, but 
a heart broken isn’t a heart easily restored. I believe you would get along 
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splendidly with my athair. He is quite the Casanova! As for me, as I tell 
him, I obviously have not met the right woman. 

I’m brutally traumatized at your thoughts about Aislinn. My word, 
Mrs. Stone, you are brutal. That is Ireland’s slang for terrible or awful. 
That sweet elderly woman is in her seventies and the thoughts that ran 
through my head while reading your letter were, to say the least, ghastly. 
However, by reading your words in black and white I’m compelled to 
accept your analysis as truth. God-blasted, there is potential for happy- 
ever-after within my grasp. My athair will be delighted with the news. 

As for my fairies, on several occasions now while riding down by the 
lake, I have spotted these unearthly beings. It first started around three 
years ago when construction began. I remember wondering if anyone at 
the site was seeing these creatures too. But I learned quickly that I am 
the Lone Ranger when it comes to these encounters. I started seeing 
them in and out of the water. Some might call them angels, and they 
are all unique and the most beautiful beings imaginable. One has even 
spoken to me. Her name is Calista and she has something to do with 
souls and a matchmaking of some sort, or at least that’s what she thinks. 
She tells me stories of long ago. Sad legends of broken hearts. Then she 
tells me of all the hearts that she restores. She tells me of how she is 
trying to rebuild new beginnings with different individuals. She works 
on rebuilding hearts and kindling new loves. 

I must say I have grown to like her immensely though she can be 
brash. Her rules are strict and she has ways with words that make you 
accept them for true. I only see her once in a while. She only lets herself 
be seen when she really wants to and it’s usually when she wants me 
to do something for her. I have tried to hide from her, but there is no 
hiding from a fairy-angel, so I have given up and try to fulfill her wishes 
as much as possible. 

Iam now going to use your reference of ‘lol’ at your lastannouncement. 
Without any doubt, I must meet the woman you speak so favorably of, 
for you sound a lot like Calista, my fairy-angel. It has taken me two 
letters to figure out the meaning of LOL and I must say, on average, 
I am a fast learner—iontach—meaning great. I’m amazed indeed! You 
stumped me on your Americanized lettering and that isn’t easily done. 

Here in Ireland we say “deadly,” which means fantastic, wonderful, 
Mrs. Stone! 

As for Oliver, he is a two-year-old giant. He thinks he is human, but 
he eats more than a horse. He’s a good boy and very loyal. He likes his 
ears scratched and his tummy rubbed. 


C. L. HUNTER 
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Have a delightful day. 
Yours truly, 


Nolan O'Neill 
— WB >—$§ 
March 1, 2011 


Dear Mr. O'Neill, 

I am pleased to read that you tolerate my vivaciousness. I have not 
felt this unconventional in quite some time. Speaking freely with you has 
been enjoyable on so many levels. Thank you for that. 

As to my father, Kelly Daniel Cullen was an officer in the Vietnam 
War. His chopper was hit and went down, with two other young men 
while he was flying somewhere near the border of Laos. My mother and 
father had started a love affair back in 1967 by writing letters back and 
forth from Vietnam to the United States. They had never seen each other 
when they started writing. My mother told me that back then, women 
wrote servicemen overseas to help fill the loneliness. It was part of a 
volunteer project, but along the way she ended up only writing to my 
father. She wrote every day in case any letters were misplaced. Before he 
was scheduled to come home he had written and asked her to marry him. 
She had answered him but two weeks later, before his planned trip home, 
he showed up at the front door with a ring. He went down on one knee 
and proposed again. A few months later, they were married. 

I cannot even imagine writing to someone every day for a year or 
longer. Maybe during that era it was plausible for that kind of love 
to flourish. My mother laughed at the crease in my forehead when I 
tried to grasp such fondness that developed between two strangers 
over time. 

My mother told me my father had become distant only a few months 
after coming home and that the more she tried to talk to him about his 
solitude the more he isolated himself from her. No more than a year later, 
he volunteered to go back to Nam. She was incredibly disheartened, not 
by his act of extraordinary bravery, but selfishly she did not want him to 
go. Two weeks after he left she found out she was pregnant with me—that 
was in 1969. She wrote him with the wonderful news. Unfortunately, he 
never got to read my mother’s words, at least not that she knew of. The 
letters were sent back almost a year later with more of his belongings. 
Every letter was opened when she got them back and in her dreams she 
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hoped that he had opened the letter and knew of my presence. She kept 
all of them in a large hatbox and let me read them when I turned sixteen. 
She said she made me wait until then because she thought me to be at an 
age to understand the significance of their love. After reading the letters 
I will say I had deep affection for my parents’ love affair. 

It made me want the same love and it showed me how proud my 
mother was to tell my father of the new arrival that would be awaiting 
him when he came back to the States. I cried later, not only for my father’s 
premature death but for the woman that had tremendous courage to 
survive. Her courage has also helped me through my time of grief. 

My father is buried at Arlington National Cemetery. I have only been 
there a handful of times. One time I felt chills run down my spine. I 
swore it was my father. Thomas laughed at me, but something happened 
as the scene played out before my eyes while I walked through the ghosts 
of men standing in battle. It gives me chills now just thinking back on it. 

I love that your mother was brave enough to take on a man as untamed 
as your father. He sounds like quite the character. Nevertheless, I stand 
behind the saying, “Behind every good man is a greater woman.” I see that 
your father was lucky enough to find that. As for you, Iam optimistic that 
you will find the woman brave enough to conquer your heart too. I used 
to be a sentimental woman believing in forevermore until it passed me by. 
I do know that your father and I would get along beautifully. Iam sure in 
many ways we have kindred spirits for we have lived, loved and lost. 

I am sincerely sorry for assuming anything between Aislinn and 
yourself! I laughed at your Irish slang and it did my heart good. 

Now you'll have to forgive my silliness. I do not know how to 
approach the infatuation you have with Calista, your imaginary fairy- 
angel friend. I’m not saying I do not believe in something, because I do. 
But seriously, Mr. O'Neill, talking fairies are unconvincing. I will need 
more evidence to your claims! 

As to you meeting this extraordinary woman, myself, please do keep 
in mind that she is widely courageous on paper, but, in truth, she lost 
her passion long ago. It is far simpler to articulate life on paper then in 
fact actually live it. 

I will let you in on a secret that I found on the internet. Since you 
occasionally write to me in Irish and I have absolutely no understanding of 
it. I found a website that translates your beautiful words into English for 
me. It has been a stroke of luck finding it and it has aided me well. Now 
since you are a workaholic, I figured I’ll write back to you and say go back 
to work, slacker! And a big hello to Mr. Oliver. Scratch his ears from me. 
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Have an extraordinary day, 


Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 


March 21, 2011 


Dear Mrs. Stone, 

I am flattered that you can use our letters to help you recover. Please 
know that your letters also give me comfort. 

It wounded me reading about your father. My athair also served in 
Vietnam. I know very little of his life during the war. He refuses to speak 
about it. There is one thing that he mentioned and it was that he smoked 
a lot of dope to keep the devils away. That’s how he has always phrased 
it. The only other thing I know is that his troop started with thirty-eight 
men and ended with only sixteen. And the only good thing about his 
experience is that he learned to speak Vietnamese and, in return, he 
taught children in the villages how to speak English. I do know that 
he volunteered to go, and he said that it was because my grandfather 
had been in the Irish Civil War and he felt it was his duty. He wanted 
to make him proud. He will not say any more about it except that he 
does not want to remember anything about those years in Vietnam and 
his memories are best left in the cellar. I know that I too have my own 
demons I fight, not because of war, but for other reasons and I try to keep 
them in the cellar as well. 

I have to admit falling in love from writing letters sounds a bit far- 
fetched. However, I understand that the way of life back then was more 
traditional and maybe if we had more of those guidelines today life 
would not have such burdens. 

Let’s get something straight. I do not have an infatuation with Calista. 
In all honesty it is more of an alliance. She and I working together for 
the purpose of seeing providence restored. I have ridden down to the lake 
on many occasions and sometimes I see her and sometimes I don’t, but 
no matter if she is present or not, I too have those eerie spine-chilling 
sensations. Here in Ireland, these unnerving occurrences happen. Ireland 
is the land of sto’ Ga—fairies. I'll also let you in on a secret: Calista can find 
me no matter where I am. She has visited me at my office in Dublin and it 
can be bothersome when she does. I believe that at times my staff thinks 
I am the “full shilling,” meaning crazy. Because when she appears to me, 
I’m the only one who can see and hear her. It’s like a one-way conversation, 
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if someone is listening in on me. I can assure you that in this area of 
mystery there will be no laughing out loud from me... There is no way to 
convince you of her existence. You just have to believe in the unbelievable. 

Iam going to finish my letter in Irish. You have attracted my curiosity 
with your ability to translate old language into new English. I am going 
to tell you a story. 

“Fada o° shin, I anaithnid ama, tha’inig aingeal fairy, ainmnithe 
Calista go talamh. Bhi’ se’ a cuid ama chun @ileamh a dheanamh ar an 
anam fireann a bhain le’i. An anam a bhi’ stro’icthe, idir dha’ shaol. Mar 
sin, chabhraigh Calista shocru’, bhi’ shattered cad. D’ fheadfadh go le’ir 
an anamacha i gceist deiread a isteach, riamh agus la, gan eadochas le 
haghaidh iomla’ine a saolre’” 

I will be waiting for your reply on my story. 

I think you will be happy to know that I have turned over a certain 
amount of work to Deacon. I’m learning, like you, that life is short 
and I’m searching for improvement. And my new ambition is to live to 
the fullest. 

In Ireland, we call slackers either ‘wasters’ or Bowsie, just so you 
know. I’m trying to give you some Irish slang in exchange for your 
American ways. 

Have a brilliant day. In addition, Oliver says hello, his ears thoroughly 
scratched all the way from Castlebar. 

Yours truly, 


Nolan Hurley O'Neill 
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March 25, 2011 
Emmatlyn 


This morning Kate was at my place at seven-thirty sharp. We drank 
our coffee and headed out for our weekly ritual of walking on the beach 
to compete against each other at finding shark teeth. It had been a game 
between her and me for several years and when Christian was in town, 
he would join in. Kate was busy telling me of an advertising deal that 
involved a rock star. She would not tell his name, brat. Anyway, we were 
already in search of those tiny black specks amongst the sand and shells. 
She was ahead of me by two, so I was only halfpaying attention to her 
ramblings when she said, “I slept with Justin last night.” 

“What? Katlyn Shea Reynolds. Shut the front door! Are you crazy?” 

“I know, Em, God, I know! We went out for drinks and I had too 
much and one thing led to another and, well, it just happened.” 

“Kate, he is your designer guy and you have to work with him. How 
is that going to work out?” 

“He’s my art director, not my designer, and I know this is not good! 
I feel like shit. I wasn’t even going to tell you, but I need advice. This has 
never happened to me and I can’t face him.” 

“Well, you know that man has had a crush on you forever. Do you 
feel anything for him?” 

“Hell, no, but he’s incredible at his job. '’m damn lucky to have him 
and he’s cute and sweet, but there just is not that lame for him. At least 
on my side of the fence there isn’t. God, if I was honest with myself, 
Em, I would say it all came about because I was really thinking about 
someone else and just kind of let it become a sort of role-play.” 

“Kate, who the hell were you thinking about?” 

“Oh, this really sexy man that I’ve been working with via webcam 
and, damn, he is just amazingly hot.” 

“Is this the rock star?” 
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“No, Em, it’s not the rock star, but he could damn sure be in magazines.” 

“Kate, you are going to have to put your big-girl panties on and tell 
Justin it was a mistake and that you need to keep your professional life 
professional. Tell him that you respect him and his position at Reynolds 
but it can never happen again. Tell him it could never turn into anything 
romantic. 

“How do you do that, Em? You make it sound so damn easy when 
I'm literally sick over this situation?” 

“Tt is just how I see it, Kate. Maybe if you play it down to him and try 
not to bruise his masculinity then you two can get through this and he'll 
recover. That is, of course, unless you put the whammy on the poor kid!” 

“Thanks, Em, that makes me feels even worse.” 

“Which one? The whammy part or the kid part?” 

“Both, you bitch.” 

We laughed. “Damn, Em, I do feel like I robbed the cradle with him. 
He just turned twenty-eight.” 

I shot her my most appealing look and said, “Sex kitten.” 

She threw her hands up and said, “I win, I win,” as she jumped up 
and down like a little girl. “Dear God help her. Em, it is not sex kitten. 
We are now called cougars. You're so behind times.” 

I stuck my tongue out at her and she did the same in return. I linked 
my arm in hers and said, “It will work out, my wayward friend. You'll see.” 

She found thirty damn shark teeth over my twelve. Damn it, it was 
not starting out to be a good day for me. 

I had a glass of pinot grigio waiting for Kate that night. It was her 
favorite and I knew she would need it after what she had told me on the 
phone about her talk with Justin. She walked into my living room and 
plopped down on my overstuffed Bahamian sofa. “This really sucks.” 

I shook my head at her. “I thought that boy had deeper feelings for 
you, more than you ever believed.” 

“Yeah, I guess I’m a fool when it comes to relationships.” 

“Don't say that, Kate, you're a brilliant woman. You just made a 
mistake. He’s young. He will eventually get over you.” 

“Oh, Em, if you could have seen the look on his face as he threw the 
folder on my desk. He kissed me as if to spark my interest again and 
proceeded to walk out on me. When he looked back at me I knew in his 
head he was shouting, “Last chance, take it or leave it.” Maybe it was just 
wake the fuck up! I walked to the door and thought about stopping him, 
but then I thought better of it.” 

“Why?” 
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“Because I don’t feel that way about him. Hell, I never will. Is he a 
genius in this field—yes. Will he be problematical to replace—absolutely. 
Will I miss him—yes. But he’s also like my kid brother:” 

“Ew, Kate!” 

“Okay, I shouldn’t say that because we did have great sex together. I'll 
miss his mind, because he’s smart and his accuracy is never questioned, 
his devotion to the company and to me was all a girl could ever ask for, 
but it just isn’t there. Do you understand that?” 

“Honey, of course I do, as long as you are not trying to convince 
yourself of that. Are you sure you don’t care for him that way?” I picked 
up my glass of malbec and took a sip. 

Kate picked up her glass and sighed. “Yeah, I’m damn sure and when 
I’m ready, I'll tell you about the guy that I can’t stop thinking about!” 

My mind was jolted. Wait, what—shut the front door. Kate thinking 
of another man... Shit. 

As weeks turned into months it seemed that my days were steady 
and appeared to run one into another. I went often to Hope and Grace, 
working with children with special needs and disabilities I came in 
during quiet time so that I could read stories to the little ones, ages three 
to five, and fill their minds with imagination. 

My heart had fallen in love with a particular little girl, Nina, who 
had Down Syndrome. She was as lovely as the sunshine that peeks out 
from behind the billowing, fluffy cloud after a rainstorm on a spring- 
filled day. 

The very first day I started volunteering at Hope and Grace, she 
came straight to me and placed her little hand in mine. I slowly leaned 
down so as not to scare her, picked her up, and she wrapped her tiny 
frame into mine. As I sat down with her, she plopped her thumb in 
her mouth and watched me with innocence. She didn’t speak yet and a 
team of therapists, from speech to occupational to behavioral, worked 
with her. 

Today, I was going to tell the children the tale of magical fairies that 
lived across the sea. Nina spotted me first and as fast as her little legs 
would get her to me, she ran and jumped into my arms. Her speech 
therapist, Abby, walked up behind her and said, “It’s so nice to see you, 
Mrs. Emmalyn.” 

Nina normally just stuck her thumb in her mouth and we walked 
to the room where all the kids gather. However, that morning it was 
different. Nina spoke, “My Emil.” 

Tears touched my eyes and my heart beamed with pride. I hugged her 
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and turned in circles, saying, “Yes, you’re a wonderful little girl... you 
did it. You said my name.” 

I looked at Abby and said, “That is amazing.” 

She said, “We've been working very hard to accomplish that.” 

Tears continued helplessly to fall down my cheeks. Abby said, “Are 
you okay?” 

Hell, no, I wasn’t okay. I was so overcome with happiness and 
gratification that I couldn't speak. I nodded and Abby put her hand 
on my arm and said, “It’s okay, I guess I’m just used to seeing miracles 
every day.” 

“You are an astonishing woman as all of you here are,” I said. “You're 
so dedicated to your job.” 

She laughed. “Mrs. Stone, I’m not devoted to my job. Well, I mean 
I am devoted to my job, but more so than that, I’m committed to 
helping make a difference in as many children’s lives as I possibly can.” 
I hugged her. 

I was getting a late start to telling my story, so I made it as simple as 
I could. Abby and I worked in harmony. Many of the kids learned better 
with pictures. I had made pictures at home to follow my story and | 
handed them to Abby, who grinned and said, “You missed your calling.” 

I smirked at her. I wasn’t sure if she was referring to my talent in 
drawing or lack of talent. I began my fairytale, one I'd thought of after 
reading Nolan’s letter. “Long ago in a land unknown there were beautiful 
pixie children.” 

Abby showed the first card to the kids and they laughed at my picture. 
I guess Abby was right. An artist I wasn’t. | went on with my story. 

“These children were just like all of you, except they roamed their 
world freely. They could fly. They flew around free as butterflies. Just like 
our butterflies here that roam the gardens in the spring, summer and 
fall.” Abby flashed the cards with drawings of butterflies and pictures of 
the different seasons. 

“These children were magical. The little pixies flew as fast as 
hummingbirds.” I The children squealed with pleasure at the pictures of 
hummingbirds flapping their tiny wings. 

“These pixies came in all different colors: red, yellow, green, blue, 
purple and orange. They were the colors of the rainbow. They could sing 
the sweetest of lullabies.” The children flapped their arms in joy as Abby 
held up cards with the colors flashing around the room as I said them. 

“These children spoke in their own language. A language that no one 
else knew of and no one could make out the words they said. They were 
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special little pixies that were handpicked from the angels above to come 
to earth to be you,” I said as I tapped Nina's nose. 

“Children who were chosen because of their awesomeness and their 
uniqueness and were only given to families that were also handpicked 
by the angels. That’s why all of you in this room are so special. It was 
predestined for all of you,” as I swirled my hand around in the air, “to be 
born and help change all of our lives here for the better.” 

As I ended my story Abby held up the picture of the heaven with all 
the children holding hands, and amazingly all the kids stood up and held 
hands together. Abby and I had tears in our eyes because never before 
had they reacted to one of my stories by following the exact actions. As 
I got up to help get the children ready for nap time, each of them came 
over and hugged me. I hugged them back and tried to keep the tears 
from falling. 

I was going to bea tad late for Dr. Moore, but I was sure she would be 
okay with the outcome. Watching the children leave I had an incredible 
feeling of accomplishment. I thought that maybe Nolan’s fairy Calista 
was somehow helping me experience the unbelievable. 
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April 7, 2011 


Dear Mr. O’Neill, 

Primarily, I want to say thank you for all your kindness. It’s amazing 
that by way of war our fathers could be kindred spirits. I have read that 
too many veterans, no matter what war they fought in, live with demons 
of some sort. I pray they find God’s peace somewhere along life’s journey 
here on earth. 

Just reading about your spooky sensations made my blood turn to 
water. Ew! I guess all I can say to all your fairy-angel talk is Pll try 
to believe in the unbelievable! I do not like creepy and I admit that 
Halloween is definitely my least favorite holiday. 

Now, let’s see how accurate I am in my attempt to translate. 

“Long ago, in a time unknown a fairy-angel named Calista came 
to earth. It was her time to claim the male soul that belonged to her. 
The soul was torn between two worlds. So Calista helped fix what was 
shattered. All the souls involved could phase into ever and a day without 
despair, for the completeness of their life span.” 

I will say, Mr. O’Neill, that the lyrics touched my core. Why do I 
sense in this script something deep within the depths of my soul? 

Did you write this? If so, my God, you have talent without a doubt. 
If not, who did? 

I think deep down inside you are a romantic at heart. Matchmaking 
could be your forte. 

I do hope you have a wonderful day. What are you doing now that 
you are taking more time away from so much work? 

Iam flying out in two weeks to go and see my son, Christian, who goes 
to Yale. With all his cramming for tests I haven’t seen him in months, 
actually since Christmas. He is so much like Thomas, but honestly, he 
is aspiring for even more. His grades are already above Thomas's and | 
believe his father is looking down on him with admiration. I know I am 
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over the moon with pride and miss him terribly. 
Happy fairy-hunting and please do tell Calista “hello” from America. 
If I don’t get a letter from you before I leave I’ll have great stories to 
share afterwards. Hugs and tummy rubs to Oliver! 


Mrs. Emmalyn Stone 
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April 21, 2011—Hilton Head 


Kate was driving me to the airport and unexpectedly said, “What are 
you thinking about, Em?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T don’t know. You seem in high spirits today, but also distracted.” 

“Lam, girl. I get to go and spend some much needed time with my 
boy.” 

“Yeah, I know that, but it’s more than that. You seem happier.” 

“Well that’s one way of putting it. I guess I am clearly having more 
success with Dr. Moore.” 

“Oh, Em, I’m so relieved. God knows, you've been through hell and 
back, but it’s so good to see a glimmer of life back in your beautiful green 
eyes.” 

“Thanks, Kate; you always know how to cheer a girl up.” 

“T didn’t mean it in a bad way.” 

“T know, I know I have been isolated and aloof. I really am trying to 
come back to life as it used to be.” 

We were pulling up to the curb where she could drop me off. I looked 
over at her and with tears in her eyes she said, “You could not have left 
me with a better gift.” 

I hugged her. 

She pulled back and said, “You give my nephew a big hug and kiss 
from me and tell him it’s his turn to come see us next.” 

“T will. I love you, girl.” 

“Love you too!” 

I hugged Kate one last time, then headed off to curbside check-in. 

Sitting by the window as the plane lifted off, I was thinking about 
Nolan O’Neill. I unfolded the letter that was in my purse and started to 
read the beautiful bold handwriting. It was not something you would think 
to see from a man’s writing, but altogether impressive. I really did not know 
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what to think of his outlook on angels and fairies. I knew there were times 
in my life that I had experienced odd feelings. Feelings or an essence in the 
air around me, a change in the atmosphere that would creep me out, but I 
thought a lot of people experience that at some point in their life. 

As I re-read his enlightening words, I wondered why he would talk of 
fairies, and also, why I felt so connected to the fable. 

It truly was a magical story if you believed in fairytales. However, 
that was not real life, a fact that I had learned the hard way. 

As much as he talked of not being approachable, he openly wrote to 
me of things that people didn’t normally talk about, at least not with the 
kind of passion he so strongly suggested. He was such a strange man, yet 
I loved to hear his stories. 

What does that say about me? I looked down at the letter and read 
it again. 


— WE Go —$§_ 
April 14, 2011—Castlebar Ireland 
Dear Mrs. Stone, 


I will have to mention your father’s name to mine and see if I can 
get any reaction from him. Would that not be the craic—which means 
gossip over here? 

I take it that you do not believe in my fairy-angel, yet maybe you 
should ask yourself while reading the tale, why did you feel it deep 
within your soul? Maybe that will be your answer! 

Calista will not be pleased with this knowledge. I did write that 
anecdote, but not until she told me of this legend. I inquired what this 
legend had to do with me. She laughed at me and said, “Don’t get your 
feathers in an uproar, because you're not the soul I’m in search of,” which 
to me was pleasing to learn. Nevertheless, she takes her time when trying 
to give me pieces of a tale, tales that she wants me to figure out. Maybe 
I should turn her over to my secret agent and let you deal with her. Then 
you would have no choice but to accept her as the fairy-angel that she 
is. The one who whispers in my ear and reminds me that sometimes the 
things we cannot see or understand are the things that truly matter. 

Iam amazed at your discovery of translation on the internet. Who 
would have known? I never thought to uncover the mysteries of my 
ancient language over the internet. Not that many people know Old 
Irish language, but you have accomplished a fantastic discovery. 

As for my leisure time these days, I have remarkably reduced my 
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flying into Dublin to once a week. If anyone on my team needs me, they 
will find me here at Loch Loch sio’Ga. I’m taking time to ride Plaince’ad 
le Spotai and we are catching up on lost time and longing for the next 
chapter life has for us. 

I went to Waterford on business, but to my amazement, it quickly 
turned into a pleasure trip. I seemed to have been caught between crowds 
of tourists and somehow decided to join them. It was intriguing and | 
learned some new things along the way. Until lately, being around crowds 
was not a pleasant experience for me for I have always been a loner. I’m 
advancing well into my new freedom. My philosophy is shifting into a 
slower pace. I for one am extremely satisfied with my progress. 

As to this theory you have of me being a matchmaker—I’m ‘lmao’ 
because a matchmaker I’m not. I will leave that talent up to Calista. She 
has the talent to dekko, (slang for look at or inspect). I will leave you 
out of that role, considering that it was you who suggested that I take a 
romantic interest in a seventy-year-old woman! 

LOL, oh, I can see, how fun these little abbreviations can be! 

Now go and have a wonderful time with your son. If he is an over- 
achiever like Thomas, then I must meet this young man. I hope this 
letter arrives before your trip. Have a great vacation. Oliver isn’t a hugger, 
he’s more a lounger—that is, unless he’s knocking you over. But he 
appreciates the belly rubs. 


Nolan O’Neill 
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April 21, 2011—New Haven, Connecticut 


I came through the gates and saw Christian smiling at me. I was 
overjoyed to see him. 

“Christian, my word, I have forgotten how handsome you are and 
how much you look like your dad.” 

He gave me his award-winning smile, the smile that makes my heart 
sing, with a big old bear hug as he swung me around. 

“God, do you know how much I’ve missed you? Have you grown 
another inch?” 

“Mom, don’t be silly. I think I stopped growing in my senior year. 
Six-one is where I stand.” 

We laughed as he leaned down and picked up my carry-on. 

“You look great, Mom.” 

I turned my head to look at him. He was so mature now. I can 
remember as if it was yesterday him playing little league with his blue 
and white outfit on and, oh so damn cute. 

“Seriously, Mom, you look happier and more relaxed. I’m excited 
youre here, and seeing you look...” 

I saw him struggling with his words so I said, “Logical! I am doing 
a lot better and I’m genuinely happy to be here too.” I laughed and he 
joined in. 

“Actually, I was thinking more peaceful,” he said. We walked out of 
the airport into a glorious spring day without a cloud in the sky. 

We were on I-95 heading towards New Haven, where Christian had 
an adorable little apartment. We were passing things I had long forgotten. 

“T forgot how beautiful it is up here.” 

“Youre right, it is, but that’s because you're here in the spring and 
don’t have to endure the winter months. This year was rough. It snowed 
forty inches and at Yale it’s been around thirty years since they called a 
snow day. No one feels sorry for us miserable bastards.” 
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“Oh, my all grown-up baby, you took on an intolerable course of life.” 

He laughed and we talked about dinner. We decided to get sushi, 
which sounded great. It had been a long time since I'd had sushi. The 
place was right around the corner from Christian’s apartment so after 
dropping off my bags we went straight there. We talked, laughed and 
shared a big bottle of Nigori sake. It was cold and milky and tasted super 
with our fish. I watched Christian as he talked with enthusiasm about 
some of the cases Matthew, Thomas's former partner, was letting him 
work on. If] had closed my eyes, I swear I would have thought time had 
turned backwards and that it was Thomas I was sitting here with instead 
of my son. 

“Mom, uh, you kind of spaced out on me.” 

“Sorry. I was thinking of another time, another life right here in this 
same town when you were just a baby.” 

“T'm sorry, Mom! I’m an ass rambling on about myself and here you 
sit. | didn’t mean to make you think about Dad.” 

“Christian, honey, stop. ’m fine. I remember him now without as 
much pain and when I think back to those days with you and your dad, 
it makes me happy, not sad.” 

I reached across the table, putting my hand over his. “Those memories 
are the best of my life and you are a huge part of those memories. You 
just sound and act like your father so much that for an instant it almost 
seemed like Thomas sitting here sharing this same scenario with me. 
Now, I get the privilege of sitting here with you and getting to hear the 
same stories.” 

A tear slipped down his cheek and he smiled. “You know, I miss 
him too.” 

“T know youre hurting too, my strong-willed young man. How could 
you not? That man worshipped the ground you walked on.” 

“T think it was the other way around, Mom.” 

“Well, then I'd say probably a lot on each side.” 

He wiped the tears from his cheek and I said, “Christian, honey, it 
has taken me all these months to be able to say this and actually believe 
what I’m saying. I’ve learned that if you let the tears flow, the pain seems 
to slowly drift out along with them.” 

“Well, maybe one day, I’ll be able to do that, but right now I can’t and 
don’t give myself the time to ponder over my feelings. Hell, I would never 
finish law school if I did. But it’s times like now when I only have a couple 
of semesters left that I need his words of wisdom and I miss Dad the most. 
I want to tell him everything that I’m doing in my life, like I just told you.” 
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I squeezed his hand. “How about you make believe that he can listen 
to you, and maybe some of what you have stockpiled up inside of you 
will start releasing into the wind and into your dad’s ears.” 

He just smiled at me. We had finished our Nigori sake and he got 
a text from a friend. He asked if I wanted to go and meet some of his 
friends down at Alex’s Pub. What could I say to my incredibly handsome 
son who reminded me of how good life truly was and how incredibly 
blessed I was to have him? “Sure, let’s go.” 

We walked into the pub and it reminded me of Boston. The dark, rich 
paneled wood walls and the old-world feel. I was instantly captivated. 
Thomas and I had spent many weekends in Boston over different holidays 
while he was at Yale. We stopped at a table with four other young men 
and he introduced me to Tom, Steve, Brice and Newton. I shook their 
hands and Steve said, “Come sit by me,” so I pushed my way through the 
crowd and took my seat. 

He said to Christian, so everyone could hear, “Your mom looks more 
like your sister, dude!” 

Christian was two stools over and leaned over Brice to punch him in 
the arm. “Steve, she’s my mom. Show some respect.” 

The Nigori was clearly having an effect on me, because I lowered my 
voice and said, “I will take that as a lovely compliment, Steve. Thank you.” 

He smiled big and the boys started talking about law, and what kinds 
of law each wanted to practice. Steve ordered us all a round. They ordered 
beers and I switched to a glass of malbec. I sat and listened to a little of 
their conversation, but my mind seemed to wander back to Thomas. 

I thought about me sitting with Thomas's friends twenty-something 
years ago in a place like this. The same talk, just a different generation. 

Christian’s friends tried to pull me in again to their talk about what 
kind of law each would practice, and I said, “Don’t get me involved. I 
think you are doing exactly what each of you needs to do for the type of 
law you're choosing to practice.” 

They clanked their beers together, and Steve said, “Hear, hear, to 
Mrs. Stone, the woman with all the wisdom.” 

I held my wine glass up, which by now was almost empty. They 
commenced to order me another, but I put my hand up and said, “I’m 
finished, boys. You college boys are putting me under the table.” 

They all laughed as Christian stood up and said, “Let’s go, Mom. I’m 
sure you are whacked.” 

I glanced his way and gave him the look. I was too young to be 
whacked. He cheerfully continued, “I’ve planned a long day for us 
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tomorrow. See you guys later.” They stood up and shook my hand. Steve 
hugged me and I said to all of them how nice it was to finally meet them 
after three years. Steve hugged me again. I laughed. He was without a 
doubt a very affectionate boy. 

Christian rolled his eyes and I just smiled and said, “See you boys in 
the fall.” 

We were up early and drank two cups of coffee. He already had two 
bikes strapped to his Honda. We loaded up and headed to one of the 
local parks. He wanted me to see what he did on his days off and show 
me how he relieved stress. The light green of spring was glistening all 
around us. It was still somewhat chilly but, thank goodness, I had my 
hoodie on. I lifted it over my head to cover my ears. 

Christian was getting our bikes down when amazingly; a 
hummingbird came right up to my face. I presumed that my big red 
hoodie was the reason for its confusion, but I was thrilled. It was so 
tiny and its red-breasted markings stood out against the brilliant green 
of his body. I could hear a whizzing noise from its tiny wings, flapping 
incredibly fast. It seemed as if it was saying, “Hello, beautiful woman, 
spring is a time for revitalization, so enjoy this marvelous spring day,” 
and then it rocketed away. It happened in just seconds and I thought I 
was crazy because it seemed that a bird talked in my head. 

As I turned around, Christian stood still. He had witnessed the event 
and said, “I have never seen anything like that happen before. How 
incredibly cool was that? It’s like you have your own pixie, Mom.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Me either.” 

However, I was rattled. I had either imagined it or that hummingbird 
actually talked to me. Somewhere in the back of my mind Nolan’s words 
of fairy-angels made me get goosebumps and I had that feeling that I was 
missing something important. We started slow and easy on the bike trails 
and enjoyed the quietness of the early morning. Nature surrounded us 
and we were in perfect harmony with the environment that enclosed us. 


8178 


Calista 


I watched Emmalyn with her son. She was healing and it was time for 
me to insert some old-fashioned, miraculous drama into her visit. Nolan 
had told me that Emmalyn did not believe in fairylike creatures. But I 
knew her to be otherwise. She believed in angels. Therefore, she believed 
in me. I just needed her to believe in the unbelievable. It was time to 
help open her eyes to the truth; a truth that most adults forget, because 
they fail to recall what it was like to be a child filled with untouched 
wonderment, before the ways of the world destroyed their pureness 
and innocence. 

We have walked the earth forever. I have seen many things and I 
have played by our strict rules. I don’t break the rules because I want the 
privilege to walk the earth and help the unbelievers become believers. 
The idea came to me as I watched her with her son. I was going to trigger 
the unknown to Emmalyn; something that she would not be able to 
brush off as just another occurrence. 

I whispered into To-mahs’s mind, “Not much longer, my love, I’m 
coming for you.” 

Not every angel has a human soul mate. I knew thousands of years 
ago that one day a human soul would come to me. I had been created 
with the information inside me. It isn’t a thought that I have; it is an 
actual part of the chemistry that | am made of that forms with me as 
much as it forms with the human who is destined to be with me. 

But after thousands of years of waiting I had lost some of the yearning 
that tied me to this belief. So I was shocked when fifty years ago I walked 
past the eternal souls room and I heard a child’s laughter. Something 
inside my heart opened. I entered the room and passed Laila, who is 
guardian over the spirits before they are born into human form. She 
looked at me, confused. I had not been in that room for over a thousand 
years. That is when our eyes met. He was the most beautiful spirit I'd 
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ever seen. He was laughing as he swung on a tree swing. In spirit form 
he was about four. From that day forward we spent every day together. 
Years passed and I taught my little warrior the ways of heaven. He 
was a quick learner and was always laughing. He loved to play pranks 
on me. I would scold him and he would laugh more. Laila stopped me 
one day before I entered to take my warrior on an outing. She looked at 
me with sad eyes and told me that his time had come and he was to be 
born into a human soul. I had run past her to see him before he left me. 
He was already changing into a perfect little infant boy. I cradled him 
near me and whispered into his ear, “We will be together forever, my 
warrior. Be strong and know I’m with you always. I love you, To-mahs.” 
Tears had slid down my face as he vanished from my arms. On the 
magical wave that followed him, I whispered his name so that it followed 
him and into his mother’s heart. I’ve watched him all these years and 
waited for him to be in my arms again. 
It was time for Emmalyn to move on. It was time for happy-ever-after 
to start. 
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Emmatlyn 


I was wondering as we rode in silence about the bike I was riding, so 
as we glided along the trail I spoke up, “Hey, whose bike is this?” 

He looked back over his shoulder at me with his stunning gray- 
blue eyes and said, “I was wondering how long it would take you to 
question me on that. Her name is Harper and it’s her bike. We hang out 
sometimes. She’s two years behind me and J help her out with her studies 
when I can. You know I don’t get a lot of free time, Mom, but when I 
do have some, I come here and if Harper is free she comes with me. She 
loves nature and riding as much as I do. She leaves her bike at my place 
instead of lugging it around every week.” 

We were rounding the corner to where the bird sanctuary was when 
I asked him, “Is this girl someone special?” 

“Hell, no, Mom, I don’t have time for serious!” 

“Oh, really? Well, ’m glad your father didn’t say that to me twenty- 
three years ago.” 

His face got serious. “I don’t know how you both did it, Mom.” 

We were parking our bikes when another hummingbird flew up into 
Christian’s face and then straight over to me and hovered with the sound 
of its wings being the only thing surrounding us. I was so captivated that 
I couldn’t move this time. I heard no words in my head, just the steady 
whirring of the petite wings against the air around us. It hovered above 
me for about thirty seconds and then was gone. 

“What the eff, Mom, are you the hummingbird whisperer? This is crazy.” 

I said, “Damn! I have to agree with you. One time is amazing, but 
two times in one day is bizarre.” 

We looked around us for the bird, and then Christian continued 
with, “Seriously, Mom, to think about a wife and kid in my life right 
now, well, it makes me shiver.” 

“Well, silly, it’s not like we planned it that way, but having you was 
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the greatest thing your dad and I ever accomplished. So tell me about 
this charming girl named Harper.” 

He smiled. “She’s extremely smart, and most likely brainier than I. 
We met last summer in the courtyard at Yale. She was sitting at the table 
where the guys and I sit.” 

I raised my eyebrows at him. 

“I really was just kidding around with her when I said, “Hey, you're 
at our table.’ She looked up at me, rolling her eyes, shook her head at 
me, and said, ‘So find another.’ She was sassy from the start and I liked 
her immediately. She’s a petite little blonde-haired girl with stunning 
hazel eyes. It’s crazy, but she reminds me so much of Aunt Kate in her 
mannerisms, but if you can imagine this, with even more character.” 

“Well, that is unbelievable, because there’s no one like Aunt Kate.” 

“Yeah, I know, right. Anyway, she’s well rounded and comes from a 
small town in Florida, I think she said Ocala. She rides horses and her 
parents have a huge farm there. We hang out and study together at least 
once a week but we agreed we do not want a commitment. I know | 
damn sure don't, so it works out for the both of us.” 

I could see there was more in his eyes. His words had a softness I had 
never heard before from him. This girl was more important to him than 
he wanted me to know, but I left it alone for now. “You better not break 
this girl’s heart, Christian.” 

“Mom, it’s not like that.” 

I was giving him a look, the look he knew well, when he grabbed my 
hand. “Seriously, come on, I brought the binoculars. Let me show you 
what I love to do to clear my head. Let’s find some birds.” 

I enjoyed watching my son pick out an American goldfinch, a belted 
kingfisher and a red-headed woodpecker. I was thrilled to be a part of his 
world, his escape from all the weight that was upon his shoulders. I put 
my hand in his and said, “I love you, Christian.” 

He squeezed my hand and said, “I love you more, Mom.” He grinned 
at me, knowing I would laugh at the old childhood game of saying it 
back to each other, topping it with the “more.” 

After the bird-watching, he guided me along the trail that led to a 
spot where the view was fantastic. I could see Long Island Sound and 
the ball field. It made me think back to the boys talking last night about 
where they were applying for jobs, so I spoke up and asked, “Have you 
decided about where you're going to practice law?” 

“You know Matthew wants me to stay here with him, but I’m going 


back and forth on it. I might come home and do what Dad did and 
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just correspond back and forth as they used to do. I miss everyone back 
home, our long walks on the beach seeing who can find the most shark’s 
teeth. Plus, I hate the cold-ass winters here.” 

I laughed. He took after his momma. I hated the cold. “You know I 
want you home more than anything, but I’m going to let you make your 
own decision.” 

“Well, it’s looking better and better to head south on I-95 to home 
sweet home! So, we have talked all about me. What’s going on with you 
and everyone back home?” 

“Well, as you can see, I’m on the mend. I suspect I will live again. 
Dr. Moore has been an enormous comfort and her wisdom on grief has 
been a great help to me.” I wasn’t sure why I was telling him all this. I 
normally shielded Christian from my pain. It just felt right and easy to 
share my story. 

I went on to tell him about my letters to Mr. O'Neill, letters I had not 
even talked to Kate about. I explained how he had written the first letter 
only a few months after the funeral, how mad I was, how I lashed out at 
him and how I had found that same letter when I packed the house up a 
few months later and had written to apologize for my appalling behavior. 

I told Christian about how Mr. O’Neill had written me back with 
kind words and we wrote back and forth about his life in Ireland 
and my life here in America. That is when the feeling of surprise 
overwhelmed me. A woman’s soft voice whispered in my right ear, “It’s 
time, Emmalyn.” 

At the same time my ruby-throated hummingbird was back in our 
presence. It stayed to the left of me and I swear I heard its words again 
whisper through my mind, “Until the end of time.” Then as fast as it 
appeared, the bird was gone. 

Christian said, “Okay, now you're starting to freak me out. What’s up 
with the hummingbird?” 

“Did you hear it?” 

“I heard its little wings flittering in the air, more like vibrating.” 

I shook my head as if to clear out the craziness I was feeling and said, 
“It must be my red hoodie.” 

He was still looking at me like I was nuts. Good Lord, help me. 

I went on to tell Christian that I had taken that first letter to Dr. 
Moore and how it was finally my breakthrough, and she had said it 
would be healthy for me to write him back. However, it had taken me 
several more months to find the courage to write him, and I probably 
would not have if I hadn’t sold the house and moved to the beach. 
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I told Christian how strange it was to talk to Mr. O’Neill and be 
so open, but that it felt right and I just found it soothing to release my 
thoughts on paper to someone who used to be especially fond of Thomas. 
I also felt it took some of the extreme pressure off my best friend, after 
all I'd put Kate through. 

Christian listened to it all, smiled during certain parts of my story 
and frowned at other comments. When I finally stopped, he said, “Mom, 
I think that’s groovy.” 

Leave it to Christian to make a comment with the word groovy 
in it sound so appealing. “It’s obvious that it’s working,” he said. “This 
newfound therapy has helped you appear more relaxed and at peace 
within yourself. I think I might need to write this Mr. O'Neill and 
thank him for helping bring my mother back to me.” 

I shook my head at him. “You rascal! Maybe you should write him 
for therapy. I think you keep heaps of thoughts buried in that head of 
yours.” 

He grinned. “You're probably right about that. Pll make you a 
promise. When I come home I'll go and see Dr. Moore to help get some 
of these thoughts out of my head.” 

I hugged him, then I pulled back and said, “I’m not sure why I told 
you all this. I haven’t even shared this news with Aunt Kate.” 

“Well, I think she'd be happy if you did. You know she has to see you 
transforming before her eyes.” 

“Yeah, but she thinks it’s just my amazing shrink.” 

“Mom, how old is this Mr. ONeill?” 

“T don’t know. He said he was at the funeral, but that was a blur to 
me. I would think somewhere in his forties.” 

“Damn, Mom! Now that you've said all this, I met him at the funeral. 
It’s coming back to me. He was tall, very tall, with a heavy accent and he 
didn’t say a lot, but he shook my hand and said some Irish words to me. 
Then he shook his head and said, “Sorry for your loss.” 

Then Christian surprised me with, “Well, are you going to go to 
Ireland?” I had to laugh at him. He was so damn innocent. 

“No, darling, I’m not, or at least not anytime soon, but maybe one 
day. I’m just not quite ready to tackle that journey yet.” 

I told him I had mixed feelings. I knew it was a beautiful country, 
but I also lost my husband to that country and it was a bittersweet topic. 

I changed the subject and said, “So, what do Harper’s parents do for 
a living?” 

“Seriously, I don’t know. We really don’t talk about family when we 
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hang out. I'll have to ask her because she doesn’t talk about them.” 

I gave him the look. “Do I get to meet her?” 

He looked all innocent as he said, “Who, Harper? Yeah, maybe in the 
fall for graduation if it happens to progress in that direction. Would that 
make you happy?” 

I just gave him my most charming smile. 
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April 29, 2011 — Hilton Head 
Dear Mr. O'Neill, 


I want to start by saying what a marvelous time I had with Christian. 
Time has flown by at speeds I sometimes have trouble keeping up with 
and my little boy is not so little anymore. It’s hard to believe he will be 
graduating and taking his bar exam at the end of this year. We went 
and had sushi the first night and it was fabulous. We also went to a local 
pub in New Haven which, by the way, is breathtaking in the spring. 
If you have not been here, you're missing beautiful country. Anyway, 
we met up with a few of his friends and for me it was like going back 
in time as I sat there with those law students. It was the same kind of 
chatter that I listened to many years ago, yet a different set of people. I 
thought it would sadden me, but I found rejuvenating strength in my 
son’s colleagues and their aspiration to transform this generation into 
newfound hope. 

The next morning we went to a local park, and while Christian was 
getting our bikes down from the car rack the most extraordinary thing 
happened to me. I heard it first, this incredible whirring sound that 
came up beside me, and to my delighted surprise a tiny red-breasted 
hummingbird was right in front of my face. I will tell you honestly that 
at that moment my thoughts returned to you and your words about your 
mythical creatures. It was truly as if it was my own little pixie—that’s 
what my son called it. 

My imagination woke up; illumination filtered through my mind. It 
was a new spring and a new year. I consider that in that split second that 
tiny bird was truly opening up all kinds of possibilities for me. I still feel 
the effects today. So do tell Calista there are possibilities in my endeavor 
to believe in the unbelievable. Your secret agent is trying to learn to be 
courageous in her undertaking of believing in the spiritual life on the 
other side. 
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My son claims he has a friend who just happens to be a girl, but that 
I am not to believe there, is anything between them but studying. I do 
credit him for thinking I was born yesterday and I went along with his 
show of all innocence. I laugh when I think about it, fora man who does 
not care is a man who doesn’t take the time to talk about it and he did a 
lot of talking about this sweet girl named Harper. 

Iam also excited to say that from the vibes Christian sent me he will 
be coming home to practice law from Thomas’s old office here. I have my 
fingers crossed that that’s what he chooses! 

I’m sure I have carried on enough for one letter, so good day to you. 

Happy Spring... Oliver not a hugger, hmm... 


Emmalyn Stone 
May 9, 2011 


Dear Mrs. Stone, 

I’m filled with intense gratification while reading your letter this 
morning. I could almost place myself into your scenery and the visit to 
New Haven. I frankly must admit that I have not traveled the United 
States as vastly as I would like to. I’m also pleased to know that you found 
revitalization being in the comradeship of your son and those young men. 

The bike ride you talked about sounded splendid. By the time I got 
to the part where the pixie came into play, I was very captivated. If I 
could have summoned Calista, my fairy-angel before I wrote this letter 
to you, she would have been overjoyed with your headway in your belief. 
All joking aside, I believe there are many unidentified mysteries in this 
world, yet if we do not take the leap of faith to grasp those unrevealed 
secrets we truly will never know the answers. I for one am a man who 
likes to know as many of life’s answers as imaginable. 

So tell me about the effects which still linger around you from 
this experience with the tiny creature? I consider that fairy-angels use 
whatever means are available to them to influence our attentiveness. 
Having an open mind of course, would be necessary or they are captive 
and powerless in this world. So I believe you opened the window to 
your little pixie, fairy, angel, whoever it was, and it happened to plant a 
seed inside of you called faith and into the realm of the unknown that 
is regarded as acceptance. I am delighted with your revelation and hope 
you continue to uncover all the possibilities that await you. 
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Now onto another one of my stories. My father and I were out riding 
yesterday and our horses were happy as ever riding the hillside, but as we 
approached the south end of my property, where it becomes a bit more 
rugged they both became extremely skittish. Plaince’ad le Spotai started 
backing up and shaking his head. He was clearly in distress because he 
rarely ever acts in this manner. When I urged him to move farther into 
the craggy terrain, he stopped in his tracks. So my father dismounted 
his horse, Fir Gan Eagla-men (means without fear), and lo and behold, 
about two feet in front of us was an old burrow with five baby foxes 
in it. They must have been born later than the normal March babies 
because they could not have been more than a month old. The pups 
were piled on top of each other, their big golden eyes looking back at 
us and their ears pointing straight up without fear or any knowledge 
of harm. If it wasn’t for the keenness of our horses, it could have been a 
different outcome altogether, but we slowly backed our horses away and 
left them undisturbed. We do not hunt on my property. That is another 
story in itself. There are strict rules over here in Ireland and we take 
them seriously. We wandered up and over hills and discovered that our 
enchanting spring flowers are starting to bloom. 

I thought of you and your love of flowers. It felt good to finally smell 
spring in the air. We never did come across the mother of those babies so 
this afternoon we'll ride back over to that same area and make sure that 
they're not orphans. They can’t survive on their own yet and it would 
be sad if they died. I have hunted foxes from time to time, but not the 
babies, because they need to flourish here to keep nature balanced. 

So about your son’s relationship—is this something you would like 
him to be involved in? Did you get to meet Harper? 

Happy spring to you too. I think Oliver is a lot like his owner, not a 
hugger. He is a taker-over like my housekeeper... ‘lol.’ 

Truly yours, 


Nolan O'Neill 


May 20, 2011 


Dear Mr. O'Neill, 

I confess you give me more heartiness than I am truly worth. I seem 
to talk a good game on paper to you, but in my everyday life, 1 am not 
as robust as the red wine I drink. I must say I like to drink malbec most 
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of the time. A malbec isn’t as strong to me as a true merlot. The blend 
tastes better. 

Now back to my pixie story. How do I say this without offending 
you? Taking the leap of faith it takes to reveal the secrets of the unknown 
is harder for me than I can say. I guess what I’m trying to say is that I 
am a chicken, afraid and fearful of the mysterious things in this life that 
are unexplainable. If Calista was trying to get my attention, I believe 
she succeeded. Although I would like to meet her in person, one day 
that is, if she isn’t a being that only lives in your fantasy world. I know I 
give you too much grief on this matter, so I’ll ease up on the sarcasm. I 
guess I can say I have a tad bit of faith in your logic, and if I have opened 
the door then I’m ready to discover more of the truths of your mystery 
world. Time will tell and for now I can honestly say that I have not had 
any more unexplained events. And that, Mr. O'Neill, suits me just fine. 

It brought a smile to my face to hear about the baby foxes you and 
your father found, but I wait anxiously to hear if the mother came back 
to them or if they were orphaned. I have prayed like you asked of me for 
the mother’s return, but at this point I can’t know if it helped the babies 
out or not. Where was Oliver during this event? Okay, I am confused. 
Why in the world can you not hunt on your own land? That makes no 
sense to me. Here in the States if you own the land you can hunt on your 
land, but you better not be caught on someone else’s without permission 
or you could be shot or put in jail. So again, explain this to me. I am lost. 

As I write you now, I am smiling and wondering the same thing as 
what you ask me about Christian... is he in a relationship? I talk to him 
weekly but I don’t know much more than what I already said. He is 
tight-lipped about Harper, which makes me assume that he’s keeping her 
all to himself for some reason. You ask if I would like him to be involved 
with her. That’s a good question, but as I didn’t get to meet her it would 
be hard to answer you. I will say this: She sounds lovely from what little 
he’s said, and I think Christian is more ready for a relationship than he 
leads me to believe. 

Here in South Carolina, the spring has sprung and the weather is 
getting warmer and sunnier every day. I love the warmer weather and 
taking long walks on the beach. I am learning to enjoy days as they come 
along and slowly learning to walk away from the grief that’s held me 
prisoner for way too long. Okay, I’m done with all that song and dance. 

Have a delightful day. Enjoy it fully. I know I am. I think Oliver 


sounds like owner, not housekeeper. 


Emmalyn Stone 


May 17, 2011 


I opened the beautifully inscribed envelope and my eyes flew over the 
words that were before me as Kate came strutting out the glass door. I 
looked up at her as the papers slipped from my fingers. She lounged to 
my side. I was shocked as she looked down, picked up the papers, and 
began to read them aloud. 


Ms. Stone, 

I am in hopes that you will be as excited as | am when I say I am 
coming to the United States in a little over a week. I know this revelation 
is sudden, and I’m sorry that up until this letter I have not referred to 
knowing Ms. Reynolds. ve been working with Ms. Reynolds and have 
some business to take care of with some advertising we've been working 
on. During this stay she has asked Deacon and me to attend a Memorial 
Day Party. Since it’s a long weekend, I thought perhaps you and I could 
get together and spend some time with each other. I don’t want to 
impose, but we have been writing each other over the last few months 
and I would like to see you. I'd love to take you up on the offer of a tour 
of Daufuskie Island. 

Ms. Stone, I do feel like we are friends over the big Atlantic Ocean 
and to be honest with you I would appreciate spending quality time with 
you. After much thought I want you to know, I do understand you not 
wanting to come here to Ireland. 

But I believe that after everything we've shared on paper, it’s time 
for us to finally meet without three thousand miles of water separating 
us. I have changed for the better and you are most definitely the person 
I give credit to for these changes. I will be flying in on my private jet on 
Thursday, May 26, early morning. I have not filed my flight log yet, but 
I will let you know. It would be wonderful if you could pick us up from 
the Hilton Head Airport. If not, I can arrange for a driver. Whatever 
works best for you. I don’t want to be too troublesome. I am hopeful that 
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I’m not being too forward in my words. 

Oh, yes, you'll be happy to know that the baby foxes are well taken 
care of by their mother. The mystery was solved. 

Have a splendid day. I will be anticipating your letter. 


Yours truly, 


Nolan O'Neill 


“Kate! What the hell?” 

“Emmalyn, I’m sorry. What the hell do you want me to say?” 

“Well, for starters, Kate, how about, “Hey, Em, I have been working 
with a new client from Ireland that just happened to be Thomas's 
employer.” 

“I was going to tell you, Em, it just never came up!” 

I was so shocked and hurt she had to see it in my eyes, “Shit, Kate, 
how long has he been your client?” 

“For the last few months,” she mumbled. 

“Really? Don’t you think that’s a little crazy?” 

“No, I don’t—well, maybe... it’s all a little crazy now that you say 
that.” 

Kate was looking at me as strangely as I was looking at her, and I 
could tell she was as puzzled as me by our lack of communication. She 
slid her chair closer to mine. 

“Listen, Emmalyn, a few months ago he called me and wanted me 
to do some freelance advertising for his mobile company. We chatted 
a couple of times. We do most of our meetings via webcam. He’s very 
smart and attractive by the way.” I just stared at her like she'd grown a 
second head. 

“All right, all right, I mean his right-hand man, Deacon. Holy hell, 
he’s the one who makes me hot and horny just watching him talk on 
webcam. He is so intense.” 

I gave Kate the look to move the conversation on. 

“Anyway,” she said, “you seemed to be changing into your old self 
again and I adored seeing you smile again. Nolan told me that he used 
to be a client of Thomas’s, but I just didn’t put a lot of thought into it. I 
didn’t think it was a federal case. Hell, Em, what about you? You haven’t 
said anything to me. From what I just read, it seems the two of you are 
comfortable with one another and that you've been writing for quite 
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some time. The intimacy in his writing is more than just pen pals. Damn 
it, don’t look at me like that. Not once have you mentioned anything to 
me about writing him or anyone for that matter! How long have you 
been writing each other?” 

I could see the hurt in Kate’s eyes. I had always told her everything 
that happened throughout my life. However, this time I had not. He was 
my secret and I couldn’t even come up with an answer. 

“Oh, Kate, I wasn’t purposely withholding anything from you. I 
just looked at our letter writing more like therapy. His first letter came 
a couple of months after Thomas’s death. It angered me so much that 
my reply to him was difficult. I later took his letter to Dr. Moore, who 
thoroughly read it, and thought it would be good therapy for me to write 
him again. I had been writing my thoughts down for several months 
at that point. So, since he wrote to me first, it opened the door. I felt 
bad. I remembered that in my first letter to him that my behavior was 
inexcusable. Figuring I had nothing to lose, I sent a letter to him and 
asked him to forgive me. He told me there was nothing to forgive and 
that’s when the letters started flowing between us. At first, our letters 
were impersonal—lI mean little hi’s and little bye’s, but they have become 
more personal. We talk about our lives but there’s a whole ocean between 
us. It felt safe until now.” 

When I looked up at Kate, she had a wicked smile on her face. 

“Really, Kate, I shouldn't be surprised by his cheeky behavior. Almost 
from the beginning, we have freely written banter between us. However, 
he has never implied anything to me more than friendship.” Kate raised 
her eyebrows at me with that same smile on her face and I sheepishly 
said, “Okay, damn it, I'll admit to you and only you that even back then 
at Thomas’s funeral and even in my state of mind, I thought Mr. O’Neill 
to be the most handsome man that I had ever laid eyes on.” 

Kate’s smile was infectious. “Em, I will have to say Deacon holds a 
close second, a really close second. His voice just makes me crazy.” 

“T rather gathered that, from your earlier comment. Eww!” 

She stood up and walked towards me. “You're not mad at me, are 
you?” 

“No, I’m not mad at you. I wish I'd had a little warning, not just from 
you, but also from Mr. O'Neill.” 

With mischief in her eyes she said, “Whatever, Emmalyn Stone, don’t 
eww me because it looks to me as if you're fixing to need to ‘hold on to 
the steering wheel.’ I think Mr. O'Neill wants to be a little more than a 
f-r-i-e-n-d, honey!” 
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I stared at her thinking she might be right. Truthfully, to me it was 
all extremely overwhelming. She hugged me goodbye and told me she’d 
call me later. 

I knew my mind was clearer than it had been in a long time. Yet still 
something inside me was holding me prisoner to myself! 

I was immensely thankful that over the last year I had slowly regained 
my equilibrium. 

Now was I ready to face Mr. O'Neill? Was I ready to take the next 
step towards my future? 

This crazy feeling of indecision washed over me and I couldn't answer 
either of those questions. 

Finally, I wrote back. 


May 18, 2011 


Mr. O'Neill, 

I must say that your letter come as a shock. I had not shared my 
letter writing with you to my best friend, Kate. When I opened your 
letter, she was here with me and it gave us both a revelation. Although 
I’m not mad at Kate or you, I feel a little embarrassed. It’s not that | 
don’t wish to see you face to face, I guess it’s more that I feel foolish 
for not completely understanding your words from your last letter. I 
look forward to spending time with you over the long weekend. Please 
send me the info on your flight arrangements and I will be there to pick 
Deacon and you up. 


May you have a safe journey here. 
Pll see you soon, Mr. O’Neill, 


Emmalyn Stone 


Ao 


It was a little under a week before Kate’s party and I needed some 
closure. I drove down the roads that led me to Thomas’s gravesite. As I 
drove, I thought back over the last year and I thought how much I had 
changed. God, life had truly changed for me in one long/short year. 

I walked the path that gets me closer to his tomb and I started with 
saying, “I will preserve you, Thomas, in my heart and lock away the key.” 
It was so quiet the only sound I heard was the nature all around me. 
I took a deep breath, then I said, “You will forever stay protected and 
cherished inside my heart.” 
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I couldn't sing, yet I pointlessly sang a few words from Warren 
Zevon’s song, “Keep me in your heart.” I placed the poem that our son 
had read at Thomas’s funeral behind the yellow roses in the attached 
stand, not the blood-red roses that I usually brought. Today I removed 
the blood-red roses. For me they represented my shattered broken heart. 
Today I replaced them with vibrant yellow roses, beautiful yellow roses 
that represented my heart healing and moving on. I have always known 
that is what Thomas would want me to do. However, knowing and doing 
something are two different beasts. With tears in my eyes and anxiety in 
my wake, I blew a kiss to his picture. 

To the first man I loved—the man who loved me, apparently more 
than I could ever love him, because in the end he rescued me in a way 
that was unknown to me but altogether the salvation of my future. 
Nevertheless, it stayed quiet, just the tombstone and me in complete 
silence. 

I looked around one last time. The quietness was eerie. | made my 
way down the path to put pink flowers on my mother’s gravesite. I bent 
down to place them in the vase at the side of her tombstone. I placed my 
fingers on her name, then slowly traced the words that told me what I 
already knew from reading it a thousand times before, 

Beloved Mother and Grandmother, may you rest in peace. 

“Oh, Mom, I miss you so very much.” 

A stray tear slipped down my cheek as I stood to leave. I started to 
move away when I thought of something I'd never said to her, so slowly I 
said, “Mom, tell Daddy hello from me and if you happen to see Thomas, 
tell him, I’m trying to be strong and brave and to move on. But that it is 
the hardest thing I’ve ever done. I want to be happy aga I want to live 
again. Please help me to let go. I love you, Mom.” 

I walked back to the car and I felt lonely, but I also felt at peace for 
the first time in a long time. 
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May 26, 2011 — Hilton Head Island 
Nolan 


“Hilton Head Approach, November 0101 at eight thousand feet.” 

“Roger, November 0101, Hilton Head Approach. Turn left heading 
three-two-zero and descend and maintain at 6,000.” 

“Roger that, descending left to three-two-zero. Down to six thousand 
feet, November 0101.” 

“November 0101, this is Hilton Head Approach switching to Tower.” 

“Roger that, Hilton Head Approach.” 

“This is Hilton Head Tower, November 0101 you are on localizer for 
two-eight-right.” 

“This is November 0101. Roger that, two-eight-right, on the localizer.” 

“November 0101, you are cleared to land runway 28 R..” 

As I approached Hilton Head Airport, I was anticipating seeing 
Emmalyn Stone. In my last letter to her I had emphasized the Ms. instead 
of Mrs. to provoke her to see that she was a single female. She had not 
replied in any manner to my boldness. She was meeting us here at the 
airport. From a brief telephone conversation, she insisted I would need 
rest. I reassured her that I would not. Therefore, the match had begun. 

Damn! I was anxious! I couldn’t believe that she agreed to meet 
us here. She said she needed to get Kate’s SUV. Her car was too small to 
load up Deacon and me. 

“Hilton Head—Ground November 0101, clear runway 28 R at alpha. 
Request taxi straight ahead to gate Charlie 4.” 

“November 0101, Roger, taxi to gate Charlie 4.” 

“T will turn it over to you, Kennedy.” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. O'Neill.” 

I looked over at Mitchell Kennedy, my pilot, and he knew he could 
call me Nolan. “Okay, Mr. Kennedy.” 

“Nolan, you, sir, have been very chipper this flight.” 
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“Yes, well, ’'m meeting an extraordinary woman today.” 

“Woman? Okay, sir, good luck with that.” 

“No luck needed, Kennedy.” 

I saw him looking at something other than the ground crew. The 
sight of her stole my breath away. 

“Ts that, sir, who you're meeting today, you lucky bastard?” 

“Watch your mouth, Kennedy.” 

I could have decked him just for the way he was ogling her. Why did 
his comment have steam coming out of my ears? 

I looked back at him and said, “How about you just concentrate on 
your job!” 

“You got it, boss!” 

I was grabbing bags, pushing Deacon out of the way, and he said, 
“Slow down, man, she isn’t going anywhere.” 

“Shut the fuck up, Deacon.” 

Earlier in the week, I had decided to tell him about the letters between 
Emmalyn and me, how I was distracted and overwhelmed with her. He 
had actually rolled his eyes at me and said, “Well, it’s about time you 
found a woman, man.” 

I had punched him in the arm right after that, not too hard, but 
enough to get his attention. 

He had backed up. “What the hell did you do that for, man?” 

I had told him because he was disrespecting me and I told him to eff 
off. I didn’t need his rubbish. He had rubbed his arm where I had hit 
him, and then he surprised me with, “I wasn’t showing disrespect. Hell, 
I’m glad for you, man!” I immediately felt like a douche bag. 

I had never been in a serious relationship! The poor guy was just 
giving me his opinion. 

My head and emotions were all over the place. I didn’t know what 
I was doing anymore! The door opened and they were rolling the stairs 
over to the plane. I looked in her direction and in all my life, I had never 
just looked at a woman and been so spellbound! 

God! My heart was racing. I picked up my NH bag and threw my 
garment bag over my shoulder. I had already slid my aviator sunglasses 
on and as bravely as I could I walked down the stairs to meet her for the 
first/second time in a year! 
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Emmatlyn 


He stood at the entrance of the plane and then walked down the 
stairs of the sleek jet with confidence. From his head to his toes, he wore 
expensive everything! He looked like a polished playboy, sauntering 
towards me. 

“Ms. Stone, you are a loveliness I did not expect.” 

“Well, Mr. O’Neill, you are too kind and that’s probably because the 
last time you saw me | was a total mess.” 

“Well, not without great cause, Ms. Stone.” 

I held my hand out to him and he dropped his bags at his feet and 
stepped into my space, pulling me into his embrace. 

“I did not come this far to shake your hand, Ms. Stone. I think we've 
covered too many miles for that, don’t you?” 

I was actually blushing as I clumsily slid my arm around his waist. “T 
guess youre right, Mr. O’Neill.” 

Silly me, that’s what I was thinking to myself. His warmth surprised 
me. Not just from the heat of his body, but from his genuine affection 
towards me. I let my arms fall from our embrace and he backed up, 
still looking at me with a smile that hit me like a tidal wave. I felt a jolt 
rocket through my body, a feeling of something I couldn’t quite put my 
finger on, but I was pretty sure it was a combination of excitement and 
lust. When he turned around to introduce me to Deacon, I gave myself 
a good pinch on the inside of my arm to wake myself up from these 
emotions. Unfortunately for me, when he turned back around those 
feelings still lingered and my body was a tingling mess. 


Nolan 


First, I noticed her eyes. The green I thought I had memorized was 
much different from the green I was looking into now. Her eyes now 
had life in them. They were an emerald green that was mixed with a 
deeper, darker shade, with flecks of tiny light-brown splashes around 
her pupils. 

She said charmingly, “I see you don’t travel inexpensively or lightly 
for that matter, Mr. O’ Neill.” 

I laughed aloud. 

“No, I honestly don’t have those words in my vocabulary.” 

I turned slightly and said to Deacon, “Come and meet Ms. Stone.” 

She held her hand to him. “Deacon, it’s so nice to meet you. Between 
Kate's conversations about you and Mr. O'Neill here, it’s a pleasure to 
finally meet you.” 

They shook hands and she said, “Follow me, boys!” 

I would follow her anywhere she wanted me to. She had fabulous 
legs and the tan shorts she was wearing with her low heels showed them 
off beautifully. She had on a delicate peach silky shirt that displayed the 
outline of her cleavage. It was all I could do to stay focused on her face. 
We stuffed all our bags into the SUV as she said, “Am I taking you to 
the hotel for some R&R?” 

Deacon spoke up first. “Before you take us there, how far is Kate’s 
office from here?” 

“Oh, it’s about five minutes away.” 

“Ms. Stone, can you take me there? I need to see the layouts of our 
project, DSN ... um, just something Kate designed for us. Unfortunately, 
right before we landed she called with some problems.” 

“Of course I can, Deacon!” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Stone, I appreciate it.” 

“What about you, Mr. O’Neill?” 
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“Well, I’m one hundred percent ready for your ‘All American Tour, 
if you're ready to give it.” 

She looked back over at me with surprise in her eyes. She was 
breathtaking and my heart sped up again. 

Deacon said, “You sure you don’t want to rest?” 

I thought I'd have to wring Deacon’s neck, but resisted the urge and 
replied, “Rest is for the weak. I’m ready if you are, Ms. Stone. Time 
is wasting.” 

She arched her eyebrows and said, “Okay, let me drop Deacon off 
and make some calls. We'll see if I can find us a driver and a boat for the 
ride over.” 

After dropping Deacon off, she drove us around. We ended up 
parking the SUV and taking the ferry to Daufuskie. She couldn’t reach 
her friend’s son, the one who usually took her to this island. It was an 
incredibly beautiful day, and the breeze smelled of gardenia. I probably 
should have changed my clothes, but the breeze was nice and the view 
was even nicer. 

“So, Mr. O'Neill, how was your flight?” 

“Long, although it was an easy steady flight. It’s a beautiful trip and 
well worth it now that I’m here.” 

“Ts that your plane?” 

“Yes, she’s one of the six in my fleet. She is definitely my favorite. The 
plane is a Falcon 7X 2009 model. She practically flies herself!” 

“T have to say ‘she,’ as you call her, looked very impressive as she came 
in for landing.” 

“How did you know that it was my plane flying in and looking 
impressive, Ms. Stone?” 

She smiled at me and looked back over at the water. 

“Well, not many planes of that caliber often get to South Carolina. I 
had a hunch that it would be you that stepped off the plane.” 

“Tl give you a tour,” I told her. “I’m sorry I didn’t think to bring you 
aboard earlier.” 

“That would be lovely. I’ve never been on a private jet.” 

“Then it will be my personal mission to make it a first with me.” 

“I must admit to you, I’ve never been escorted through an 
airport before, either. You had something to do with that, I 
suspect! How did those men know who I was and when your 
plane was coming in?” 

I laughed. “Well, I radioed the tower giving them our location and 
Deacon actually had called ahead to their security and gave them your 
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profile; at least the profile I remembered from our last visit. Does that 
bother you, Ms. Stone?” 

She turned back toward the railing, the wind softly blowing her 
hair away from her face. I noticed her perfect profile, her straight nose 
and defined jaw line, her slim build, and it came to me as if someone 
had struck me with a crowbar. Emmalyn Stone was the woman on the 
bridge. I must have said something aloud or looked ashen because she 
reached out to touch my hand and said, “Are you okay? Are you ill? Oh 
my gosh! Are you seasick?” 

I did my best to recover and took the hand she offered me and said, “I 
must be.” Wow! I wasn’t expecting this connection, or was I? 

“Oh, my, do you want to go inside?” 

“No, no, I'll be fine, Don’t worry about me. Maybe it’s a little jet lag 
and seasickness combined.” 

“You might already know this, but sometimes, if you look out across 
the water and watch at a distance it might help you with the seasickness.” 

I looked out over the water and said, “Yes, yes, that seems to already 
be helping.” 

“Are you sure youre okay?” I heard her asking again. I wanted to 
scream, Hell, no, woman! I’m losing my damn mind, but I restrained 
myself. 

I smiled back at her and said, “Yes, don’t worry over me. I’m feeling 
much better.” 

She surprised me by saying, “Would you mind if I called you Nolan?” 

“As long as you let me call you Emmalyn.” 

She flashed me that fantastic smile of hers and said, “Deal!” 

She looked seriously at me then and said, “Or my friends call me Em 
or Emma.” E 

I looked up to the brilliant blue sky as if pondering and then I 
answered, “I think calling you Emmalyn is perfect. It is a beautiful name 
for a beautiful woman.” 

I did not want to be like all her friends. I wanted—damn devil from 
within, what did I want? Her soul! 

She turned back, looking out over the water. 

I followed her line of vision and was halfway listening when I heard 
her say, “Haig Point Club and it’s ranked in the top hundred private golf 
courses in the world. You can golf, play tennis and even ride horses. Only 
around two hundred and fifty people live on the island full-time.” 

She had prearranged for the golf cart ahead of our arrival. She was 
talking to some young man who turned it over to us. She was clever and 
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never missed a beat and went on with her history tour. On the other 
hand, in the front of my brain was “here’s your sign,” and I was all kinds 
of tripping on the whole Emmalyn-and—me-forever theory. 

She told me of the Gullah language and how it related to Jamaican 
Creole, among other languages, and that the people were also known as 
Geechee. I know she said something about there being a difference on 
how people used to refer to them, something about salt water and fresh 
water. Hell, I’m not sure. She captivated me so completely that it was 
hard to pay attention to all her words. 

“You are quite the driver.” 

She looked over at me and there was that smile again. I smiled back. 
She was so damn infectious. “Thanks, and I like being the boss.” 

I laughed out loud at her humor. She was starting to show herself to 
me. Her light banter was glimmering in a slow and easy way as if we were 
writing our letters to each other. I said, “For the next couple of days, I'll 
gladly let you be the boss, Ms., um ... | mean Emmalyn.” 

She took me to old churches and told me that while under British 
rule, the plantation owners raised indigo and sea island cotton. Slaves 
did pretty much everything and it was a hard life for them. Most of the 
time the plantation owners were away living somewhere along the coast 
while the slaves took care of the plantation. She pointed out the school 
built for black children, back in the 1930s. The one that was in that 
man’s book, she said. 

She took me to the lovely lighthouse that beamed its first signal on 
October 1, 1873. She told me about moonshine and homemade wine 
and about an old gnarled tree where apparently the men would meet 
after church for long discussions of family, animals, oystering and other 
island issues. 

Then she looked at me and said, “Since you believe in ghosts I have 
a story for you.” 

“I do and I don’t. But I was raised with stories of sio’Ga, the little 
people, aingeals, angels, and biota ille’, spirits.” 

“Well, I'm not sure of some of the words you just said, but I think 
I get the gist. I think every guide here on the island puts in their own 
effects of twists and turns of the ghosts that roam here, but here is my 
tale.” 

She raised her eyebrows as if in thought and began her version of the 
ghost that haunted the lighthouse many years ago. 
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I started telling him about the lighthouse ghost, whose real name was 
Magaidh. “They called her Maggie. She was supposedly the daughter 
of Patrick and Bridget Cormer, the first lighthouse-keepers. The whole 
family labored hard, between keeping the large lanterns bright at all 
times, caring for the gardens, making sure they boiled enough water for 
consumption and helping vessels through the tricky navigation to the 
dock where supplies were dropped off. 

“Apparently, Maggie was an easygoing young woman with a 
wholesome manner, but she was a sort of secret. It was told that she 
was very lovely, but had some mental disabilities so her family kept her 
secluded.” 

I went on to tell Nolan how, many years later, leader of a crew 
rebuilding the lighthouse after years of neglect, had found a diary that 
told the tale of Maggie and a mysterious man from long ago. 

The man who wrote this diary had been hired by the Navy to work on 
the metal lights at the different lighthouses along the East Coast. There 
were only a few short pages in his journal, yet in those lines, his story 
made anyone who read it wonder what had truly happened. Sometime 
back in the late 18th century, the man wrote that he had visited the 
keepers of the lighthouse at Haig Point around Christmas time and that 
he had spent time with the family. He had the privilege of meeting a 
young woman with an angelic face. 

The man was married, yet he fell in love with Maggie. But not long 
after his first writings in the diary, he sadly wrote that he could not 
return to her. Something happened between the young couple and no 
one knows the true story. Some say that her father’s rule was what kept 
them apart. Others say it was her death that took her away from him. 

A terrible earthquake had hit on September 1, 1886, but it’s 
not known whether this was during the time of their affair. But an 
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abundance of mosquitoes hatched from all the flooding that occurred 
from the disaster, causing a malaria epidemic, and by the end of the 
month Maggie had passed away—either from a broken heart or from 
malaria. No one knows for sure. 

Her father, devastated by her sudden death, went to his bed. His wife 
set up a bedroom in the front parlor and that was where he remained 
until his own death five years later. 

Almost a century later, a man was commissioned to rebuild the old 
lighthouse. As he walked around the tower, he found the diary, opened it 
and started reading aloud the story of the man who long ago fell in love 
with Maggie. The construction crew leader, whose name was Tom, said 
that as he read, he personally observed Maggie’s presence flow into one 
of the women working with him. Through this employee, Maggie spoke 
to him about the writer of the diary. This was unfamiliar to all of them 
in the room, yet spoken in a precise and intimate way that only Maggie 
would know. 

Nolan stared up at the top of the lighthouse as he listened to my story. 

“Well, as you can imagine, it left the poor woman worker crying and 
dreadfully upset. Tom even admitted that the experience left him weary. 
And other skirmishes happened while they repaired the lighthouse. One 
day in the middle tower of the lighthouse, where they suppose Maggie 
spent a great deal of time, some strange accidents took place. A man fell 
and broke his back, another man had a two-by-four land on his arm 
and broke it. The men wouldn't go anywhere near that part of the tower 
again. That is, until the lead man, Tom, went up there and had a little 
chat with Maggie. Well, he spoke to an empty room, but tried to explain 
that the workers were there to help fix the lighthouse, not tear it down. 
Even though he saw no presence in the tower, she must have heard him 
because after that the accidents ceased. 

“People still say today that on warm silent afternoons when folks sit 
on the porch of the lighthouse-keeper’s home, now a B&B, they get a 
trace of fragranced flowers drifting in from an unseen garden that used 
to surround the area. They say that if they sit in the chairs on the porch, 
an empty rocking chair beside them will just start rocking all by itself. 
Some guests that have stayed at the bed-and-breakfast here say that after 
retiring to their rooms at night they've heard the light footsteps of a 
ghost of long gone by, quietly flowing down the halls. There were also 
other manifestations that occurred while the construction was going on. 
I have most certainly chosen never to go inside the lighthouse.” 

“Why, Emmalyn, are you truly afraid of ghosts?” Nolan asked. 
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“To be honest, they scare the hell out of me. I don’t do scary ever! 
Halloween is my least favorite holiday and spooky things creep me out. 
How about over lunch, Nolan, you tell me about your fairy friend that 
lives in fairyland, the one you call Calista.” 

“ve thought about telling you more about her,” he said, “but I’m 
going to make you wait for my tales of Ireland. The fables are much more 
desirable when you're surrounded by the trees that talk or the walls that 
listen, so I’m trusting in my instincts that it’s the only way to bribe you 
over to the other side of the sea.” 

“Okay, you have a point. I will say I’m getting closer and closer every 
day to making the trip to your beloved Ireland. I still want to know 
about Calista. Is she real or a fable?” 

“T have already told you she is real. What do you think?” 

“True or dare, real or unreal, I’m starving, Nolan. Let’s talk about it 
over lunch. Are you hungry?” 

“T agree. I am starving too, but do you mind if I call Deacon first?” 

“Of course, you can. Let’s go on to the restaurant and I'll get us a 
table while you talk to Deacon.” 

He wandered off and I had found us a table outside away from visitors 
at Marshside Mama’s café when Nolan reappeared from around the 
building. At this time of year, I had expected more people, but it was nice 
to be here with only a few others around us. The local black lab, named 
Cornbread, had wandered up to me and now lay at my feet as I enjoyed 
rubbing between his old black ears. I smiled up at Nolan and introduced 
the two of them. He automatically leaned down and scratched between 
Cornbread’s ears too and we laughed. 
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Nolan 


I stood under one of the ancient Southern live oak trees while I 
talked to Deacon. Our conversation was short, but we made sure to get 
everything in order for my surprise for Emmalyn. 

She had taken us to the oldest restaurant on the island and it was 
refreshingly good. We had an easy flow of conversation between us. As 
she talked, my mind drifted for a moment to that ghost, Maggie. Was 
it possible for the other side to have any power on this side? Calista only 
appeared to me. And over here in the States, it seemed that I was alone 
in my beliefs. 

“So, since you don’t believe me about Calista we'll have to agree 
to disagree,” I said. “Now, tell me of this truth and dare query. What 
exactly are you asking me?” 

“Did you ever play the game, Nolan?” 

“No, I can honestly say, I know nothing of this truth and dare business.” 

“Well, this should be fun. We played a game as kids and even as 
teenagers. It went something like this. Player one starts by asking player 
two, ‘Truth or Dare?’ Player two gets to choose which one they want 
to participate in. If they choose ‘truth’ they have to answer truthfully 
or if it’s a ‘dare’ they have to accomplish the task—usually something 
embarrassing or dangerous. Then it’s the other player’s turn to ask “Truth 
or Dare.’ I was actually being silly, when I mentioned the idea earlier.” 

“Okay, ask me.” 

She looked at me with all seriousness and said, “Truth. Is Calista real?” 

“For the umpteenth time, Calista is as real as am. And before 
you roll your eyes at my honest answer, remember this; even believing 
in the existence of God takes faith. Mysticism in someone or something 
you've never seen or heard is what you do believing in God, but yet you 
believe, unquestionably.” 

“Okay, Nolan, I see your point. Now you can ask me something.” 
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I cocked my head and said, “Truth. Do you believe me?” 

“Are you sure you want me to answer that? Or do you want to ask me 
something else?” 

I laughed openly. “Yes, of course, I’m sure.” 

“Okay, then here it is, truth. I believe that you believe in what you're 
saying. Yes, I have faith in God. I’ve sensed things that are unknown to 
me on several occasions. I had that experience with the hummingbird, 
yet you on the other hand talk with an angel who wants your help. That’s 
a little harder to wrap my brain around. Sorry!” 

“Emmalyn, Pll accept your answer for now, but soon you'll see and 
you Il believe. Now do we get to do this ‘dare’ thing?” 

“No, I think we are all done with the game for today.” 

“So, do we get to continue this game on a rain check?” 

She rolled her eyes at me. “Come on. What would you like to do 
now? We could rent bikes and ride, or leave Daufuskie and go to Harbor 
Town. There’s great dining and shopping there, but other than that, I’m 
not sure what you would like.” 

“I have something else in mind, Emmalyn.” I held out my hand to 
her. When her fingers touched mine, a tingling sensation went through 
me. She did not seem to notice the little vibes that were sparking between 
us. It seemed that this shit was only happening to me. 

We rode the ferry back, and several times she asked me what I was 
planning. In response, I would just smile at her. I was deep in thought 
on how to approach her and her sensitivity towards my intrusion. She 
seemed completely unaware of my intentions and, at this point, I wasn’t 
sure what my intentions were. 

We stepped off the ferry and Mitchell was there waiting for us. 

“Mr. O’Neill, I hope you had a pleasant day. Follow me.” 

“We did, thank you. Is everything ready for Ms. Stone... I mean, 
Emmalyn?” 

Emmalyn looked over at me cocking her head. “Seriously, what’s 
going on, Nolan?” 

I cocked my head in imitation to her and said, “This is Mitchell 
Kennedy. He’s my pilot, but today he’s going to be our co-captain. | 
would like for you to trust me, Emmalyn. Can you do that?” 

“Do I have a choice?” 

I took off my sunglasses to show her my eyes, and said, “Of course 
you do.” 

With an uncertain expression, she held out her hand. I took it and 
held it close to me. 
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Nolan’s eyes were so damn blue they had little flecks of midnight 
dancing around the irises. They were intense like Paul Newman's eyes, 
but even more vibrant. I didn’t know what he was up to, but there was 
another part of me that didn’t care. He was like a magnet and I was steel, 
slowly, seductively being drawn into his power. 

I said, “Lead the way, Mr. O’Neill. I mean Nolan. And, Mitchell, it’s 
very nice to meet you.” 

“Tr’s just Kennedy, mum.” He smiled at me and said with his Irish 
purr, “Very nice to meetcha, ma'am, I’m atcher service.” 

Nolan eased into a slow, sexy smile. “I promise you, Emmalyn, I will 
not disappoint you!” 

My God, was he flirting with me? Kate was right. Nolan was ahead 
of me in his thoughts and feelings. Yet to my surprise, my palms were 
sweaty and my heart did a hiccup. He made me think and feel things I 
had no experience with. We stopped at Palmetto Bay Marina and another 
man came up to us. He shook Nolan’s hand. Nolan turned to me and 
said to him, “This is Emmalyn Stone, and J want her to be wowed this 
afternoon. Do you think you can manage that?” 

“Ms. Stone, I’m Captain Baker,” he said, nodding towards us, “and I 
will do everything in my—in our power,” he tilted his cap to Kennedy, 
“to help wow you this afternoon.” 

The captain then held his hand out to me. “Ms. Stone, come aboard 
my boat. Her name is Mrs. Kelly, my most beautiful lady.” 

I was trying to take breaths in and out. How did he know? I easily stepped 
onto the huge catamaran. It had to be 100 feet at least and there was a full 
crew aboard. I swallowed and took a deep breath. How in the world did he 
know about sailing and me, and about Kelly being my father’s first name? 

Nolan said, “Now by the look on your face, I need to ask you if you 
are okay, Emmalyn?” 
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Trying to recover from my shock, I flashed him a smile, “Well, I’m 
already wowed, if that’s what you're asking.” 

Holy hell! was what my brain was saying. 

“Splendid, Emmalyn. Now if you follow me, there are clothes for us 
to change into down below.” 

I was still trying to get over the shock, as he walked me through this 
large ship, when he said, “Do you know where the word ‘catamaran’ 
comes from?” 

I was shaking my head no, as he went on to say, “The word came 
from Malayalam and the Tamil language from India. The original word 
from Malayalam is kattamaram, and in Tamil it was kattumaram. Katta 
means block of something and maram means tree; put those two words 
together and the meaning becomes a long block of log. They would tie 
two or three logs together to go out to sea to fish from it. The Tamil 
language is one of the longest surviving classical languages in the world. 
Tamil literature has existed for over 2,000 years.” 

He was opening the door to a room across from the galley. As he 
turned back to me he said, “I’ve arranged for everything,” his hand 
fanning out allowing me to look in the direction of his words. “When 
youre changed, meet me back up on deck.” 

He looked back over his shoulder at me. His eyes met mine; I swear 
there was a challenge in them. “Everything you need is in this room.” 

I strode past him and into a magnificent cabana-style bedroom that 
had a large, extravagant bed in the middle. I could have crawled up 
inside of it. It was so inviting and luxurious, the likes of nothing I’d ever 
seen. I was so overwhelmed that he had thought of everything that I just 
stared at the clothes laid out for me. Who the hell does that? 

He was closing the door and I said, “Thank you.” 

He paused, a smile spread across his magnificent face, “It is my great 
pleasure. Sorry about the long lecture. I get carried away sometimes.” 

“No, truly, it was very interesting,” I said, as I smiled back. 

My real thoughts were: Are you like a walking encyclopedia? 

Who in the hell knows about that kind of shit? I mean he had 100 
percent of my attention, but seriously, he was over my head. Of course, as 
I looked over at the clothes lying on the bed, I noticed it was all designer 
stuff. Who in the hell does that? There was also a hat, sunglasses and sun 
block. 

“Okay, Em, pull yourself together. You can do this.” Blowing air out 
through my nose I threw my hands up and said, “I am going to enjoy this, 
damn it. Stop overthinking everything and quit overreacting to all of this.” 
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I picked up the shirt and noticed that all my items had NH-Neill 
printed or embroidered on them. Are you for real? 

He had his own brand of clothes. Dear God, I was so out of my league 
here. Oh my God, what was wrong with me? I got dressed and looked 
in the mirror to admire my new style. He really did have great taste. My 
shorts were white with little cuffs stitched up in dark brown thread and I 
had a pink pullover that had tiny white daisies on it, something I didn’t 
think I’d pick out for myself, yet seeing myself in the mirror, I looked 
younger and carefree. 

I eased the door open with a little extra courage, slowly closed it 
and headed upstairs to the deck. Nolan was sitting in one of the lounge 
chairs waiting on me. I smiled at him. trying to hide my fright. Holy 
shit, he had us “matching same.” Kate and I used that phrase when our 
clothes matched without us knowing in advance, yet he had clearly done 
this on purpose. I looked down at my clothes, then back at him and 
thought just another “wow” moment. He started laughing as I went to 
sit across from him and | checked him out. 

The man seemed to look good in anything. He had on white knee- 
length shorts with big oversized pockets and a pink pullover (pink, 
really?) Not many men could pull this look off! He looked so clever and 
self-confident with his easy, carefree style and he was so charismatic. 
I could see the fine little lines that graced the corners of his eyes just 
underneath his blue stare. It just made him more handsome. He placed 
his aviator glasses back in place and I was grateful, because I felt too 
unguarded when he looked at me. I could see he was also wearing NH- 
Neill everything. What was up with this man? Was he a brand-name 
junky? He slipped on a white ball cap and it read “Neill-Pilot.” 

I pathetically blurted out, “You have your own clothing line?” 

He deliberately stood up and grabbed the bottle of Dom Perignon. I 
had noticed as I walked towards him that it had been chilling in a bucket 
of ice while I was down below changing. 

“Wow, I won't lie. I do love your taste!” I said. 

“I was hoping you would.” His accent really did make me crazy. 
Everything he said rrrr-olled and purr-rrred. 

He popped the cork and poured me a glass. I took a sip. “Oh, my 
God, this is incredibly good. What is this?” 

“Dom,” he replied. 

“Really, I can see that much, but it isn’t a Dom I’ve ever had before.” 

“Ts this a ‘truth’ question, Emmalyn?” 

I took another sip. I had never tasted anything so exquisite in my life. 
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“Yep, I am very sure. Truth.” 

“Well, you know its Dom, but this one is called White-Gold 
Jeroboam. It cost about forty thousand dollars a bottle.” 

I was taking another sip just as he said that. It went down the wrong 
way; I coughed and tried to get my breath. “You can’t be serious!” 

He looked at me strangely. “You said in this game you had to tell the 
truth, right? I am serious. What’s wrong?” 

“Nolan, I know you're telling me the truth, but that’s just crazy! I mean, 
why would you spend that kind of money on a bottle of champagne?” 

“So you don’t like it now?” 

I tried to wrap my brain around one, the cost, two, the absurdity of 
it, and three, who the hell would spend forty thousand dollars on one 
bottle of bubbly? 

“T still think it is amazing. I just can’t believe that you're for real.” 

He looked at me as if I was daft and said, “Are you worried about the 
cost? Is that what has you upset?” 

I blinked my lashes at him a few times, and then said, “I guess you 
can say that. Damn, Nolan, I’m almost forty years old and I have never 
imagined drinking anything that costs this kind of money. It makes me 
feel a little guilty.” 

“What do you say here in America? ‘It is not a big deal.’ It’s a special 
day and I wanted to ‘wow’ you. It looks like I’m off to a good start.” 

What the hell does a girl say to that? He tipped his glass of bubbly 
towards mine and as the rims touched, it made a perfect chime that told 
me we were drinking out of crystal glasses. Before I could even make my 
statement, he said, “Yes, they are Baccarat crystal. I bought them just for 
you. Do you like them?” 

He was spinning the glass in his hand as he mischievously bantered 
with me. Was he reading my mind now, too? Why would he do that? 
God knows they were beautiful with sleek edges, little diamond cuts, 
and a little star pattern. The sunlight hit the body of the glass and a 
kaleidoscope of colors reflected across the white decking of the boat. 

“T don’t understand you. Why would you do that?” 

“Emmalyn, let’s get something straight between us. I was in 
Waterford, I actually wrote you about that trip. I ran in to an antique 
shop to see if there was anything that I thought you'd like. I saw these and 
on impulse, I bought them. I put them on the plane and they flew over 
three thousand miles with me so that you and I could enjoy them now.” 

He took a sip of champagne. “Listen, I might as well tell you now, to 
help relieve any anxiety you have over this. I am a wealthy man. I love 


102 GAG AON TER 


unquestionably, particular things and if I find these things... well, let’s 
just say, I have no problems spending money. When you're with me, you 
will learn the true meaning of the word spoiled. How do you phrase it 
here in America—That’s just the way it is.’?” 

He sat there with such confidence, but I could not help myself. I 
started laughing. He was so Irish and this champagne was working 
swiftly. “Here in the States, we would say ‘that’s just how I roll.” 

He tipped his glass back and swallowed the rest of his champagne, 
purring his words. “Well, then, that’s just how I rrr-olll.” 

We both started laughing. It quickly turned into belly laughing, 
like there were no worries in the world, and at this exact moment there 
genuinely weren't. 

He leaned back and asked me if I’d like to hear a story. I said, 
“Absolutely.” He began his story of a shipwreck back in the early 1900s. 
The ship had been heading to a Russian Imperial family, and part of 
its cargo was champagne. The ship went down off the coast of Finland 
somewhere and no one knew exactly where. Then a team of divers, on 
an expedition in 1997, discovered a sunken ship with over two hundred 
bottles that were still intact. 

“As you can imagine, these bottles became a hot commodity. It 
was called ‘Shipwreck 1907 Heidsieck’ and each bottle sold for at least 
$275,000.” 

He was filling my glass for the third time. I looked up and gazed out 
over the water. We were getting close to Daufuskie Island and I spotted 
one, two, three and four... “Look out there. There are four dolphins off 
the port side!” 

He looked at me, then out at the smart, sleek dolphins. They were 
performing as if we were at a Florida attraction, keeping perfect rhythm 
with the boat. “Emmalyn, I believe I’ve lost you.” 

“Hmm, oh, what were you saying, Nolan? Sorry, I get a little 
enthralled with those amazing creatures.” 

“So I see!” Nolan said. 

I giggled, feeling tipsy as I set my glass down. He held his hand out 
and said, “Will you come up front with me to watch the sunset?” 

I tilted my head to the side, as he did to me so often, and said, “That 
would be lovely.” 

When we sailed into the marina just after sunset, Deacon was there 
with Kate. 

“Hey, you,” Kate said. “I won't even ask if you had a good day. It’s 
written all over your face.” 
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I grabbed her hand as I stepped off the catamaran. 

“Tt was heavenly.” 

I heard Deacon say something to Nolan that I couldn't make out and 
I seemed to be moving in slow gear. 

Nolan said something back in Irish, but my mind was drifting. 
Before I took another step, he was at my side. He turned me towards 
him, saying, “I had a wonderful time. Ill see you tomorrow. Good night, 
Emmalyn.” 
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I lay in the hotel bed thinking about Emmalyn and | could still 
smell her apricot-and-lavender-shampooed hair. I had watched her 
as she stepped onto the boat in awe at her new surroundings, and she 
appeared uncertain about her involvement. I knew I was pushing her 
beyond her loyal parameters. I was fighting with my friend’s memory, 
but nonetheless I knew it was a situation that Thomas truly required me 
to pull off. 

When she came up the stairs from the galley, her silky, raven-black 
hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail, making the delicate features of 
her face stand out and making her even lovelier. It brought out the young 
girl in her, the girl she seemed to have left behind after Thomas's death. 
Her sea-green eyes reflected youth, and it seemed they were filled with 
something close to curiosity. It was hard to read her. Her eyes showed 
something different from what her body language was saying. It almost 
seemed at times that there was desire for me. I could only pray that this 
was true. 

When I had asked Deacon to set all this up for her. I wanted her to 
be blown away. I wanted her to see the difference between Thomas and 
me. However, after spending the day with her, I believed now that it was 
not going to be the dissimilarity between us that made the difference. 
It was going to be the element of the connection that Thomas and I 
shared that would be the ticket to make her see me as a man worthy of 
her affection. 

The crazy part of this whole situation was that I knew the particulars 
of our ending. I had no idea of the length or plan of how Emmalyn and I 
were to court one another—hell, she was actually being blind-sided from 
all angles of this battle. But I could tell that after a few glasses of Dom, 
she had eased into a carefree spirited woman and my affection towards 
her was obvious. 


Your Sout Was MADE For MINE 105 


o 


I must have fallen asleep thinking of her when I heard the voice. 

“Nolan...” 

My name whispered into the open air and I looked around waiting 
for the creature that had spoken to appear before me. Her shimmering 
body filtered into substance, and I was genuinely grateful that she came 
here at this time. 

Her smile was breathtaking as she said, “Well, well, well, are you not 
the romantic?” 

I smiled back at her. How could I not? I was on cloud nine. She must 
have been watching my performance today with Emmalyn and up until 
this moment, I had been questioning my beliefs, but seeing her took a 
shit-load of my apprehension away. She had told me the entirety of the 
things to come, but of course, she told me in Calista’s way. She always 
talked in riddles, but I was learning quickly and had begun to surmise 
the artwork of my courtship. 

One of the best things she told me was that Emmalyn had not thought 
about Thomas at all on our boating expedition and that meant she was 
definitely attracted to me. Now it was up to me to engage in wooing her, 
until she was as wowed with me as | was with her. 
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Emmatlyn 
My God, what an amazing day I had with Nolan. I had been worried 


that it would be awkward trying to entertain a man I did not know. He 
was a lot more outgoing than I expected and he was definitely flirtatious, 
or maybe he was just trying to be friendly. Either way, I found that being in 
the presence of another man was not as difficult as I thought it would be. 

I closed my eyes as Kate's car radio softly sang oldies but goodies in 
the background. 

Kate’s concerned voice said, “Em, what’s going on?” 

I guess my brain was still stoned. “What? What do you mean? Oh, 
you mean Nolan; well, he’s quite the charmer. He doesn’t do anything 
on the down low, that’s for sure. I like him.” 

“Are you drunk, Em?” 

I raised my eyebrows, trying to decide if I was, or not... What does 
that tell you? 

“Um, maybe I ama little. Tonight I drank a bottle of champagne that 
cost like forty thousand dollars. Nolan opened it just for me. He said he 
wanted to wow me. I think I’m pretty damn wowed and definitely tipsy 
or I wouldn't be talking like this.” 

“What? Are you serious?” 

“Well, that depends, what part are you talking about? Are you asking 
about the champagne part or the tipsy part? It’s been a happy, but crazy 
kind of day. Kate, what do you think Deacon said to Nolan back there?” 

“Em, focus, back to the price of the bubbly, forty thousand dollars, 
holy shit. Hell, I’m wowed. Damn, that is crazy money. I’m glad you had 
fun today. You deserved it. As for what Deacon said, I have no idea, as it 
was Irish, but he says things like that when we're working together. It’s 
sexy! Isn't it?” 

“More like cra-cra with their accent, but it is way sexy. Nolan seems 
to bring out the old me or maybe it’s a better me. Good Lord, now I 
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know I’m drunk. I’m talking crazy, crazy. Stop me now before I say 
something I can’t take back.” 

I looked over at Kate and said, “So what about you and Deacon? 
What's going on with you two?” 

“Girl, I could definitely sink my teeth in that boy!” I laughed and 
she did too. She pulled into the driveway and I opened my door. As she 
got out too, I said, “You don’t have to walk me to the door, silly. I’m not 
that drunk.” 

“Yess. I do: 

I didn’t argue. She was already ahead of me and had the key in the 
lock before I even came up behind her. She walked up the stairs and I 
set my purse on the little table by the door. “Is everything okay, Kate?” 

“Yep, I’m just making sure there are no boogiemen hiding anywhere.” 

“Kate, you know you are a nut. There are no boogiemen hiding out 
in here. I would know.” 

I went in my small bathroom to brush my teeth and take my makeup 
off. I pulled my silk nightgown out of the drawer and slipped it over my 
head. The silk combined with my tipsiness was a fanciful blend and I 
tried to forget how hypersensitive I was as I climbed into my bed. I saw 
Kate watching me. “Why are you watching me like a hawk?” 

She smiled. “I just wanted to say, you look content and happy. It’s 
nice to see you smile again.” 

“That's why you're acting so weird?” 

“Well, yeah, it just... makes me, I mean... I'll pick you up at ten-thirty.” 

“Okay, that sounds good. Kate?” 

“Yeah.” She looked over her shoulder at me. 

“Thank you, thanks for being my friend. Really, thanks for everything 
youve done to help me. You're a great friend.” 

Her eyes lit up. “Love ya, Em, night-night.” 

“Love you too. Night-night.” She turned the light out and I snuggled 
down into my pillows. My last thoughts as I drifted into sleep were of 
a man who came three thousand miles to be with me. Who does that? 
EERE EEE, 


Go —$_ 


Kate waited outside the door until she knew Emmalyn was asleep. 
Then she peeked inside and tiptoed across the hardwood floor and placed 
the little box on her nightstand, with the note that Nolan had given her 
to put beside it. 

Kate was feeling a little guilty. She knew things Emmalyn did not. 
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Nolan had called her several months after the funeral, asking her about 
a job he would like her to take on. They became steady friends. Then he 
told Kate about crazy things, and she started seeing those crazy things 
take place. She was not sure why he opened up to her and explained the 
incident that happened at the hospital in Ireland with Thomas. He said it 
was the fairy-angel that had told him to contact Kate and that she would 
know what to do. 

It was extremely hard to believe him at first, until he told her what the 
angel said. It was obvious to Kate, but for some reason it was something 
deep inside Nolan’s and Emmalyn’s own souls that they needed to 
figure out. 

So, when Nolan asked her to help him, Kate jumped in with both 
feet. She told him to write a letter to Emmalyn, so he did and the 
friendship started. But even though Em did not know it yet, she was 
undeniably falling for him. By the looks of Nolan, he was already gone. 
Though it was rocky at first, Kate slowly saw her friend coming back 
from bereavement. It was all she wanted for Emmalyn, for her to be 
happy again. Although Kate had not seen any fairy-angels, or Thomas 
for that matter, she knew without a doubt that supernatural things were 
going on and somehow she got to be a part of that phenomenon. 

Kate was worried about when she was going to tell Emmalyn the 
truth. She was going to be so pissed off. 

And for the life of her, Kate wondered why she couldn’t take her own 
damn advice. 


I opened my eyes and there was a little box staring me in the face. 
Wow, I must have been a little tipsy last night. I sat up and looked a little 
closer. My eyes were still blurry. There was a little note under a dainty 
black-and-silver box. I slipped the note out and could see it was Nolan’s 
script. It read, “Beauty le gruaig chomh dorcha mar puinte.” 

I had no idea what it meant. Well, I got the beauty part, but I ran into 
the other room as I had over the last several months, flipped my laptop 
open and keyed in “translate Irish to English.” 

The words deciphered into: “Beauty with hair as dark as a raven.” 

It was so sweet and sentimental. I dashed back into my room, lifted 
the tiny box from the stand and peeked inside. It was a delicate little 
bracelet, platinum with tiny diamonds twinkling back at me. Its heart- 
shaped design was definitely making a statement. The diamonds spelled 
out my name, which was then set securely in platinum. I looked a little 
closer and saw that it had something etched in Irish right after the 
diamonds ended. I ran back to my computer and typed in the word 
a lainn. The response was instant, as it read “beautiful.” It was exactly 
what I loved. How did he know I liked dainty jewelry? 

I looked at the clock and it was seven-thirty in the morning, a little 
too early to call and thank him. After yesterday’s elaborate display and 
the discussion about “You will be spoiled,” I wanted to protest, but knew 
it would do no good. If anything, it might hurt his feelings. 

I had just finished putting on my makeup, and it was ten-twenty 
when Kate came in. 

“Hey, do you want to go shopping or not?” she said, startling me. 

“Katlyn Reynolds, you were a naughty girl last night. Did you put a 
little present on my nightstand?” 

“Naughty girl... that has your name written all over it, but yeah, it was me.” 

I pulled the box out and opened it. She said, “Wow.” 

“I wasn’t naughty, but yes, those were my thoughts exactly. Will you 
help me put it on?” 
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I looked down at my naked arms and my fourth finger. I had taken 
off my wedding set only a month ago. I still had a color variation from 
tan to off-white where my rings used to live. 

My finger still felt neglected and abandoned, but I put my best smile 
on and said, “It’s so strange to not have any jewelry on.” 

She clasped it on around my wrist and said, “It’s blinding me. Now, 
at least you can say you have jewelry on, and truly, it’s beautiful just 
like you.” 

I didn’t tell Kate that that was precisely what it said on the inside of 
my bracelet. 

I opened the passenger door to Kate’s black-on-black BM W and slid 
in across her leather seat. I was wearing a pair of jeans and a brown 
lightweight leather jacket with tan pumps. South Carolina still had a 
chill in the morning hours. “So what’s the plan today?” 

She didn’t say anything, so with a devious smile I said, “Spill it, 
friend.” 

With a sparkle in her eye she said, “Guess what? I have a surprise 
for us.” 

“Woo! I love surprises. What are we doing?” 

“Well, since Clair is at the house making sure everything is set for the 
party, I booked us to go get the full-meal deal at Mattie’s Spa.” 

At Mattie’s, you could get your regular spa stuff done, or opt for 
bonus treatments, and Kate and I were at an age that we were definitely 
in for the improvement. I was scrubbed, rubbed, waxed, tightened and 
injected in all the right areas to make me feel youthful and beautiful 
again. When I looked in the mirror, I had lost the shadows that seemed 
these days to be in and around my eyes. My forehead had lost the lines 
that had appeared and was now as smooth as a baby’s ass. 

With downright glee I told Kate, “I’m so glad you talked me into this. 
It’s incredible.” 

Next we were off for a shopping spree. I was buying things that I 
normally don’t purchase—not because I cannot afford them, as Thomas 
had left me a lot of money. After they read the will to Christian and 
me, I had had a message weeks later on my voice mail from Matthew, 
Thomas's partner. He wanted to see me and go over something he had 
stumbled across in Thomas’s office. 

I was shocked by the discovery and that’s an understatement. 
Somewhere along the road, Thomas had made an investment that now 
made me wealthy. For some strange reason, he had never said a word to 
me about it. Anyway, I splurged today, and I was feeling no guilt. That 
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was rare because I always had a hard time spending money on myself 
when it was over a hundred dollars. 

My dress alone cost almost six hundred dollars and the damn shoes 
Kate talked me into were leather/suede five-inch heels from Betsy Ross! 
The price was ridiculous, but they made my legs look lengthy and superb. 
How could I refuse that! It had been over a year since I felt anything even 
slightly pretty and today Kate had brought that out in me. 

So here I was tonight, pulling into Kate’s driveway and getting out of 
my sleek white 430SL Lexus, which I called Lexy. She had been another 
impulsive buy, but what the hell, you only live once. I could hear Kate’s 
words whispering in my head and I laughed. 

Anyway, I strolled around the side of Kate’s dreamy Victorian house. 
Her house always made me feel warm and fuzzy. Kate had a talent for 
making anything broken and used into a masterpiece. She had the 
ability to transform ugly to magnificent no matter what she touched. For 
instance, an old table would be made to look new. When anyone looked 
at Kate’s belongings they would think she had spent a fortune when, in 
fact, she had spent pennies on it with a touch of her mysterious, charmed 
handiwork that instantly transformed it into a wow factor. I think that 
was a big part of her charm. 

I was feeling a little unnerved as I walked around to the lawn behind 
the house, trying to tell myself not to give in to the feeling of excitement 
at seeing Nolan again. It had only been a day and yet my palms were 
sweating and my heart was pounding! I spotted him first and, damn, 
the sight of him made me quiver as he stood at the bar with a beer 
in his hand, talking to Deacon. Nolan’s custom-made Charvet button- 
down silky white shirt and black slacks had my blood pumping like a 
locomotive. And I hadn’t been there five minutes. 

He was lean with long legs and a rounded firm ass that showed well 
in his choice of pants. He belonged on the front of a GQ magazine, not 
in the back yard of Kate’s party! 

My heart fluttered and I felt flushed, and thank God, at that very 
moment Kate came and put her warm hand in mine. 

She looked past me and said, “I see you have laid eyes on the two 
most handsome bachelors on this side of the Atlantic.” 

“Holy shit, Kate, please don’t let them think we're talking about 
them.” 

“Em, I hate to have to bring you up to date, but we're looking at them 
and it’s called checking them out!” 

I was sure at that moment my cheeks could have lit up a Christmas 
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tree all by themselves. Kate beamed at me. “Don’t look now, beautiful, 
but here they come.” 

“Damn you, Kate!” Both men came strolling up to us. 

“Well, now, ifit’s not the two most handsome men in South Carolina.” 
Kate’s Southern charm lured them in for the kill. 

“Oh, Katlyn, you are quite the charmer,” Deacon purred in his Irish- 
English voice. 

He kissed her on her cheek. He definitely had his eyes on her! 

Nolan took my hand and said, “Emmalyn Stone, you take my breath away!” 

Kate busted into a fit of laughter. “You sure know how to come in and 
wow a woman into silence, Nolan!” 

I was stunned at her brashness! She didn’t blink an eye and wasted no 
time grabbing Deacon’s hand and pulling him towards the dance floor 
as she said, “That’s my song.” She loved the song about a brown-eyed girl. 
Of course, she would; she was a brown-eyed girl. And she did all that 
before I could even say hello to Deacon! 

I was speechless for a second time in less than three minutes! I didn’t 
know what else to do, so I said, “Would you like to learn to shag, Nolan?” 

I didn’t give him time to answer before I jerked him towards the 
dance floor, because I was in panic mode. He was somewhere in the six- 
foot-four or more range, and my neck cracked just looking up at him. 
His smile was dashing. 

“Okay, this is going to be easy. I need you to keep facing me and 
try to look in my eyes as much as you can, not down at our feet, okay? 
Stand about arm’s length away from me. That’s good. Right now, it’s all 
about moving from your hips down, leaving your upper body straight, 
not rigid, but not loose either.” 

He kept his eyes trained on me, never wavering from mine. Damn, 
he was a natural at dancing too. 

“We'll start out with a six-count and if you get the hang of it we'll 
move into an eight-count. Are you ready?” 

His feet were already moving as he said, “Lead away, Emmalyn.” 

I looked him in the eyes and saw mischief gazing back at me. “Okay, 
your right hand is going to lead my left. I want you to hold it firm but not 
too tight. Good. You have this. I'll put pressure on your hand like this.” 

I pushed into his hand. “I will push you first to back you up or pull 
you forward towards me as I lead you. That is, until you get the beats to 
match with my rhythm.” 

His hips were already moving to the beat. “Okay, that’s like, wow, 
really good. You're a fast learner.” 
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“Oh, I believe it’s that you are a remarkable teacher.” 

I smiled at him trying not to show my overreaction to his touch and 
we moved into the shag. “Nolan, you're doing a six-step. You're doing 
great!” 

I couldn't believe it. We were smooth as we swayed to the rhythm 
of the music. He had a natural style and the longer the song went on 
the better he moved. He seemed experienced and sure of himself, more 
confident with every step. He moved me into an eight-step, faster and 
swifter, and started swirling me around like a pro. People backed away to 
watch us perform and, before my eyes, for a second time I saw the rascal 
transform and take control of our execution. 

He said teasingly, “Did you assume that I would come over three 
thousand miles, Emmalyn Stone, and not know the whole kit and 
caboodle about you?” 

For a third time in less than ten minutes I was taken aback, bafHled by 
this man, this situation. What was going on? The next song started and 
before I could escape the dance floor to regain my composure, the tune 
kicked into a slow pace. It was playing slower than usual and he was a 
clever fox. He took my hand tighter in his and lowered his mouth to my 
ear, whispering, “It’s all in fun and the bracelet enhances your beauty. It 
looks stunning on your tiny wrist.” 

He pulled me a little closer to his body and I could feel his taut 
muscles behind the thin layers of clothes separating us. “I thought that 
after yesterday, Emmalyn, you'd be aware of the idea that I’m a very 
adept man in everything I do!” 

The old O. C. Smith song playing in the background could not have 
been more profound. It was intimate and too provocative and my sensors 
were on high alert. Along with the voice of the singer from long ago, 
Nolan was softly singing every tempting word in my ear! His voice was 
deep baritone like Josh Turner but with an accented purr. I had not 
even taken a glass of champagne or a glass of malbec wine from the 
waiter to ease my fear and uneasiness. Yet for some reason, my hormones 
were receptive to his every word. What was wrong with me? I was like 
a cougar in heat. I needed air, and, hell, we were outside. God help me. 
This man was captivating my breathing space. All I could think of was 
to escape. 

When I finally wrapped my head around it, that was what I did. I 
didn’t just leave the dance floor in my five-inch Betsy Ross heels, I sprinted 
across the floor and across Kate’s lawn into the house. I scrambled up the 
stairs and into the bathroom where I locked the door for sweet silence! The 
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quietness lasted about five minutes. Then Kate was tapping on the door. 

“Em, let me in. What the hell happened? Before you answer me, 
Nolan is standing right here next to me.” Her voice started rising another 
octave. “He has a hard time understanding the word no!” 

“Emmalyn, I am sorry!” Nolan said. “Please let me in. I didn’t mean to 
overwhelm you. I went too far. Please just open the door so we can talk.” 

I was still feeling his breath on my ear and his words penetrating my 
oversensitive body and my nipples throbbed. Damn it, I wasn’t supposed 
to be feeling like this. It was too soon. I was not sure what made me open 
the door because I wasn’t ready for either of them to bombard my mind 
on any level. However, I slowly opened the door to see Kate with a look 
on her face that could have slapped the shit out of Nolan from at least 
twenty feet away. And Nolan had such open distress on his face that it 
overwhelmed me to look at him. Tears slowly slid down my cheeks and 
I tried to wipe them away. He stepped forward and put his hand against 
my jaw as he slowly wiped away the tears with his thumb. 

“Emmalyn, I did not mean to upset you. I would never do so willingly. 
You have to believe me.” 

Kate was still giving him the evil eye, but she looked over at me and 
said, “Do you want him to leave?” 

I was already swinging my head back and forth. “No, I don’t. I just 
feel tremendously overwhelmed right now.” 

“What the hell is wrong with you, O'Neill? I invite you to my party 
and you are here not even an hour and youre already overpowering my 
best friend. That is unacceptable to Southern hospitality,” Kate said. 

“Kate, ’m okay. I can handle this.” 

“Well, it is bullshit, Emmalyn, and it’s my party, and—” 

“Kate, please let me handle it.” 

She gave me a smile so mischievous, it actually lit up her big chocolate- 
brown eyes to show a few fine wrinkles that brushed over her upper 
cheeks. I raised my eyebrows at her. Something was awry. I just didn’t 
know what it was. She turned to look back at Nolan and said as she 
pushed past him, “I’m warning you.” 

“T get the hint, Ms. Reynolds.” 

“Good, O'Neill, because I am watching you.” 

I watched her slender back as she glided down the stairs and out of 
sight. I stepped back away from Nolan. I didn’t know what to say. | was 
not good with this friendship-playful courting or whatever the hell was 
going on between us. He did not let his hand slip away as I thought 
he might. 
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Instead, he stepped into my space. “Emmalyn, I cluttered this all 
up! I am senseless when it comes to you. I don’t know what’s happening 
between us. It’s something I have never had before in my entire life. 
While I watched you run from the dance floor and away from me, it 
about stopped my heart.” 

I could not comprehend his words. “Nolan, why are you doing this? 
You don’t even know me.” 

“Damn it to bloody hell, I know that’s what you think, but I do know 
you through the months of our letter writing, and I have fallen for you. 

“I cannot explain it and I damn sure do not understand it. I have 
never had feelings of such tenderness towards another. Hell, woman, 
anybody, ever... I will wind back time and try to slow my emotions 
down if you'll tell me that you'll give us a chance and forgive my lack of 
sympathy for your emotional state of mind.” 

What the hell does a girl say to that? 

I stepped out of his reach and this time he let me. I shook my 
head and said, “Nolan, | am a widower. Fidelity has been my whole 
life. Only one man. I don’t know what’s going on between us, but you 
are consuming me. I know there’s compassion between us. Maybe it’s 
because of Thomas, maybe it isn’t. I know I should feel privileged about 
your revelation of devotion, but it seriously jolts me senseless. You're 
scaring the shit out of me.” 

“Oh, Emmalyn, you saying all that just makes me want you more. 
You are like no other being I have ever known.” 

I thought he might be crazy. “I am leaving now, and you need to stay 
here! Maybe we can have lunch tomorrow. But you are too > close to me 
and I can’t breathe or think while you're hovering over me.’ 

“Emmalyn, let me take you home.” 
“Oh no, I have my own car. You're not listening to me, Nolan. I need 
time to grasp what youre saying to me and I can’t do it right now.” 

He backed up and let me pass him. I escaped down the stairs. 

Kate saw me and grabbed me by my hand. “Where are you going?” 

“Home. I’m going home, Kate!” 

“Why?” 

“Why? Because damn it, I’m confused and somehow, some way, 
fuck, I don’t know, something strange is going on between us. It’s all 
happening too fast. I think I have feelings for this man. But right now, I 
can’t breathe or think or ... just ... let me go, Kate, please! I need to work 
this out in my head. I can’t do that here.” 

She seized me by my arm and it hurt as she pulled me around behind 
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her stairs, out of the hearing and seeing of guests. “Emmalyn Stone, I'm 
not going to let you run and hide away from the second-best thing that 
ever happened to you, or I guess I should say third, including Christian. 
It’s plain as day to everyone but you that you two have more than just 
chemistry between you. Are you seriously going to run out of here or let 
him leave and never know what could have been? I love you, and I would 
never say this unless you needed a good kick in your ass. Nolan, the man 
that you just ran out on, the man youre trying so hard to get away from, 
is somewhat unusual, but he is crazy in love with you. And, girl, I think 
you feel the same way. You're just scared,” she said. 

“Listen, Emmalyn, I don’t have all the answers and I’m the last one 
who should give you advice, but I can honestly say that he has fallen hard 
for you.” 

“Yes, I... I mean, yes, I know that, Kate. He made that obvious 
upstairs. Now I need time to process his words and my feelings. It’s 
happening way too fast for me.” 

She stepped back away from me. “Too fast? Are you effing kidding 
me?” Then she held her hands up as if to surrender. “You win, but know 
this, Em. Second chances come from a higher power, not just by accident. 
I know I probably shouldn’t say this right now, but I’m going to anyway. 
I knew about the letters from the start.” 

She could have slapped me across the face and it would not have 
shocked me more. How many times had I bawled like a child with Kate 
and shrieked at the top of my lungs that if I had asked Thomas to stay 
home and not go to Ireland, he would still be alive? 

It was like a dagger to my heart, but at the same time it was a chime 
going off inside my head that she was right. I was a fool not to at least see 
where things could go between Nolan and me. 

“But how the hell did you know about the letters?” 

Kate looked at me, tears rolling down her beautiful face. “I'll tell you 
everything I know, but first I think you need to find Nolan and talk to 
him about all this.” 

I looked at my best friend. I had no idea what she was talking about, 
but I also knew with all my heart that after what we'd been through, she 
loved me unconditionally. I knew that whatever the hell was going on 
she would never hurt me intentionally. 

Things were clicking in my head, like how earlier Kate had used 
Nolan’s first name instead of Mr. O’ Neill, and how he slipped a present 
to her last night without me seeing or knowing. 

There was definitely more going on than I knew about. 
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I would listen to Kate. Hell, I owed her that much after all she had 
done for me. I would give Nolan the chance to explain before this 
craziness went on any longer. I hugged her to me and wiped a tear from 
her cheek. “I guess I need to go and find him. He has a lot to explain to 
me and so do you.” 

She blinked away tears and said, “I know and I will, I promise.” 

I turned around slowly to seek him out and I paused as I looked back 
over my shoulder to see my friend smiling and saying, “Go get him, 
cougar!” 

With my own look to kill, as my heels clip-clopped across her 
hardwood floors, I thought, Oh my God! Am I really going to do this? 

I couldn’t find him anywhere. After searching for the tallest man in 
the crowd, I finally spotted Deacon and went up to him. “Hello. 1am so 
sorry for the scene earlier. As you might see I’m kind of bewildered by all 
of this and it’s messing with my head.” 

Deacon said slowly as he looked down at me, “I think it must be 
contagious.” His smile was catching and he nodded his head in the same 
direction as the side gate that I had entered earlier. 

I liked him instantly. I smiled back at him and said, “Thank you.” 

He tipped his beer bottle to me and said, “Mrs. Stone, you know 
Nolan would not want me to say this, but he has been wacky for some 
time now. I presume you might be the reason for that. Good luck!” 

I nervously pulled on my bottom lip and looked in the direction of 
the gate. I slid my sunglasses back in place and said, “I guess I need to be 
brave and go and find out.” 

I was not a fool this time. I grabbed two glasses of champagne. The 
first one went down before I got to the gate and the second one was still 
in my hand as I rounded the corner of Kate's house. Then I downed the 
second one. I needed a little advantage for what I suspected was going 
to happen. I spotted him leaning up against my baby girl, “Lexy,” my 
car. He knew exactly where to go so I would have to face him one way 
or another before I left. I breezed up to him but with a little distance. I 
could feel the bubbly doing a thorough job on my wits. It was taking the 
edge off my anxiety and all my rational thoughts and it felt good! I let 
it ease into my veins before I said anything to him. He just watched me 
like a fallen angel. I could see the change in his eyes. 

“Nolan.” 

“Emmalyn.” 

I tried to hide my laugh, but I could not help myself. He was so damn 
sexy, sweet and affectionate, beyond any words I could think of, but we 
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needed to get some things cleared up between us and I was ready for 
whatever he had to say. I spoke first. I needed answers and apparently I 
needed to get them from him first. 

I blurted out, “Kate told me that she knew about the letters. She said 
I needed to talk to you first. Why?” 

His smile was slow and easy. “I thought she might tell you. I was 
praying for a little more time.” 

“Well, maybe you can call Calista and—” 

He cut me off before I could finish my sentence. “Emmalyn, it doesn't 
work like that. I want to tell you everything, but not here and not right 
now.” 

The bubbly was working nicely on my boldness. I was in no mood for 
his dominance and control so I said, “Then I’m leaving and you need to 
get off of my car.” 

He was so damn cocky. The look he gave me was deliberate as he said, 
“Oh, it is not going to work that way either, Emmalyn.” 

I took a step back. “Oh, really, Nolan, and how is it going to work?” 

I arched my eyebrows at him waiting for his response. He stepped 
confidently towards me and I looked up into his baby blues. Damnation, 
why did he have to be so amazingly good-looking? 

He grabbed me with one arm, pulling me in to him, and with his 
other hand he put his thumb and second finger under my chin and came 
in for the kill. His lips slowly brushed across mine. I felt a tingling feeling 
at the base of my skull. I was filled with passion and in that instant my 
dream passed before my eyes. If it were not for Nolan holding me to him, 
my legs would have gone out from underneath me. Holy hell, he was the 
man that was in my consistent dream. It had always been him waiting 
on the bridge for me. I was always supposed to walk into this remarkable 
man’s arms. 

What the hell was happening? 

He ultimately released my lips and I was still trying to place the 
pieces of the puzzle together in my head. He leaned back and I saw in 
his eyes that he knew more than I did. He said, “You are kind of, um, 
leaving me hanging on the line here, Emmalyn.” 

I took in a deep breath and let it out slow and easy. “Yes, I know. From 
what just happened between us, I can see that you are the man in my 
dreams. Of course, you have no idea about what I’m talking about.” 

I was so confused that I backed up a few steps from him. “I don’t know 
what to say or how to explain this, but when you kissed me, OMG! Nolan, 
you are the man I've been dreaming about since my husband died.” 
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He smiled that heart-melting smile of his and stepped back into my 
space. He put his palm on my cheek, caressing it with his thumb back 
and forth slowly as he spoke to me, “I know you are an apprehensive 
woman. I am an apprehensive man. I have been having a similar dream 
for a long time. Somehow, together we will figure this out. I missed you 
already when you stepped away from me.” 

“Nolan, I need to explain something to you. I have had this same 
dream over and over almost since Thomas died and [—” 

He put his thumb over my lips and said, “I know, beautiful, because I 
have had the same dream about you except mine was always trying to get 
to you, and now that we have crossed that bridge, I will never let you go.” 

“Nolan, this is crazy. I need answers.” 

He kissed me lightly and said, “Soon.” 

Our lips brushed each other’s. “Pll explain everything—just wait a 
little longer, okay? Will you come somewhere with me?” 

“Right now? Don’t you think we need to talk first?” 

“Emmalyn, all our answers are in one place. I know you're confused, 
but I need you to trust me.” 

He stepped back and held his hand out. I looked down at his hand 
and then back up at him and I slowly took his hand. “Do you want to 
drive or do you want me to drive?” he asked. 

“Really, where are we going? Why would you ask me that?” 

“A’lainn, give me your keys. I think it will be easier if I just drive you 
there and whatever happens will just happen.” 

I handed him my keys and said, “Be careful with my baby.” 

He raised his eyebrows at me and said, “Oh, I intend to be very 
careful with you.” 

The look he gave me said his answer had nothing to do with my car, 
but I went ahead and slid into the passenger seat. I looked over at Nolan. 
He had not said a word since he had backed “Lexy” out of the driveway. 
We drove down streets that I felt connected to and my heart started 
thumping faster. My breathing was erratic as I knew this path well. 

Nolan’s voice seemed so far away and I felt myself drifting away from 
this time and into another. Flashes of people and echoes of cries and 
confusion were consuming my thoughts. Then I was no longer in my car. 
When I opened my eyes, I was in Nolan’s arms and I felt his breath upon 
my face as he softly spoke a few words in Irish. 

I found his gaze upon me as the fog lifted. “Holy shit, Nolan, you 
brought me to the cemetery? What the fuck is going on?” 

I yanked myself away from his embrace and stood up to get my 
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bearings. “Why would you bring me here of all the fucking places in 
South Carolina? This isn’t a place you should be. Not here, not now, 
not ever.” 

I could not believe this was happening. He turned around and started 
walking towards Thomas’s grave. I stood rooted to the ground. What the 
hell was he doing? He never said a word and kept on walking. Okay, 
breathe, just breathe, I thought. I put one staggering foot in front of the 
other and followed him at a snail’s pace. I was following in the same 
tracks that eventually led to my husband’s grave. I was nauseous and felt 
scandalous for coming here. I was disrespecting the man I had been with 
my whole life with a man who apparently had lost his mind! 

I rounded the corner of the small stone wall that surrounded 
Thomas's gravesite and I saw the fresh flowers in the stand. The dozen 
yellow roses that I had placed there a few days ago, still looking fresh and 
in full bloom. 

What stunned me most was that Nolan was down on one knee and 
he had his head bowed as if in prayer. He looked up at me and caught my 
gaze as he held his hand out for me to come over to him. I was shaking 
my head frantically as his he said, “Emmalyn, come over here.” 

Oh my God! Please give me the strength. I slowly walked the path that 
led me towards Nolan. He was saying something in his old language and 
I felt this static electricity. A sudden vibration encircled us. Something 
unusual was changing the air around us. Nolan held out his hand to 
me and I took it quickly. I had goosebumps all over my body; the same 
eerie feeling settled inside me ... the same one that I had at my father’s 
gravesite in Arlington. 

“Nolan, what’s happening?” 

No sooner did I get the words out than Nolan stood up beside 
me. Behind us, I heard a voice that I had known my whole life, yet 
strangely, the voice was not speaking to me or in English. We turned 
in unison and I thought I was dreaming. Thomas was speaking Irish 
and looking straight at Nolan. I looked up at Nolan, whose huge 
smile matched Thomas’s smiling face. They were communicating back 
and forth as friends. A friendship that was obvious to me now, with 
their matching smiles and harmonizing words. I watched as Thomas 
approached us from within a mist that surrounded him. Things like 
this just did not happen and my lost husband was talking with—what 
was Nolan to me? 

Thomas, looking even more handsome than I remembered, finally 
looked at me and said, “Em, you are as beautiful as ever.” 
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Never in my life would I have imagined this astonishing moment 
where I could truly say goodbye to him. “Thomas.” Tears streamed down 
my face yet I had no sadness in me. I had rehearsed a thousand times in 
my mind what I would say to him if I ever had the chance, and not one 
of those thoughts entered my head. 

“Today is not a day for tears, sweet Em,” he said. “Today is a day of 
revival.” 

I was watching Thomas with wonderment and respect when, incredibly, 
an exquisite angelic being appeared beside him. 

This whole time I had played around with Nolan about his so-called 
fairy-angel named Calista and yet here she was, completely genuine, 
standing two feet away from me. 

She drifted closer. She was stunning, and her long white wings 
actually had a luminary effect of tiny colored stars that fell to the ground 
around her feet. 

I watched as the shimmering stars silently fell and then disappeared 
instantly, as if they were never there. It was so magical, beyond what 
my brain could digest. “Emmalyn,” she said, “I know you have many 
questions, but our time is far removed from here. Be at peace evermore.” 

Then her eyes moved to Nolan and she smiled. “Nolan will fill you in 
on all the mysteries filtering around in your head.” 

She looked back at me and said, “I have waited a dreadfully long 
time,’ and then she reached over and took Thomas’s hand in hers. The 
light bulb came on in my mind. The story that Nolan wrote to me was 
revealed instantly and I finally knew. I realized that all would be as it was 
rightly supposed to be. She smiled at me, knowing that she had shown 
me the answers to most of my questions. 

Calistaand Thomas turned in unison, hand in hand, to walk away into 
the unknown. I gently reached my hand out to touch her and it floated 
through her image. The sensation was like putting your hand under a 
faucet of warm water, incredibly relaxing and soporific yet inviting; I 
didn’t want the feeling to stop. She turned her head back toward me and 
an unbelievable peace washed over me. I marveled as something tingled 
throughout my body, making me dizzy, but with total wonder. 

She said, “You are a brave woman, and the heavens have granted you 
an unexpected affectionate gift to add to the sequel of your life. I am 
overjoyed for you.” 

Overwhelmed by her, I whispered, “Please, what, Calista? I don't 
understand. What is happening?” 

They kept walking. I knew she wasn’t going to answer me. I needed to 
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say my final farewell to Thomas. I raised my hand and said, “Goodbye, 
Thomas.” 

He wore his half-crooked smile as he put his hand up and turned a 
little toward me. “It is certainly not goodbye, Em. I pray eternally that 
[Il witness you forever in never-ending paradise!” His smile combined 
with the experience almost knocked me over. 

Nolan’s solid frame moved up behind me, and wrapping his arms 
around my waist he whispered, “I will fill in the blanks.” 

I knew now that all of this was real, but for me it was just the 
beginning. Nolan had a lot to explain. What did this angel mean? I was 
granted a gift? Was it Nolan? Was he my gift? I finally whispered into the 
wind, “See you in Paradise, Thomas.” 

We stood and watched Thomas and Calista walking away hand in hand. 

It was surreal as I watched the mist that followed them until they 
vanished into the air, as if they had never been here to begin with. 
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After the kiss that sealed our new beginning, there was no turning 
back. Nolan and I decided to go back to the party. I introduced him to 
a few of the distinguished guests and we danced to a few more songs. I 
kept thinking about what Calista said to me. Was she telling me that I 
was given a second chance at love and life with Nolan and not to waste 
any more time, or was she telling me something more and I was just too 
daft to figure it out? I should have been dragging him away from here to 
give me the answers to all my questions. Yet it was peculiar. 

I felt absolute freedom around all these people, people I should 
have felt odd about. I had been on Thomas’s arm for so long that I 
wondered what people were saying now that I was on the arm of a 
new, tall, dark and extremely handsome man. I| recognized, as I looked 
around, that I didn’t care what anyone thought. I was exceptionally 
fortunate. I was going to take Calista’s advice not to waste one second 
looking back and wondering or guessing on what-if’s. I was going to 
give this captivating man everything I had, take him home and make 
him mine. 

Perhaps it was my earlier experience with the supernatural, the 
wine, or both that gave me courage to be kittenish with Nolan. He was 
talking to the mayor of our quaint town, but watching me. I opened 
my eyes wide and thought about getting naked with him and having 
unimaginable sex. It must have done the trick for suddenly he coughed 
into his hand and said, “Can you excuse me, Mayor. I seem to be needed 
elsewhere.” The mayor shook his hand and in the next instant, Nolan 
was standing close to my body. He leaned down and in a hushed tone 
said, “If I did not know better, | would say you were a minx in disguise 
because the vibes you just sent me were scandalous.” 

“Oh, then I haven’t lost my power to captivate, Mr. O'Neill.” 

“Oh, Emmalyn, from this day forward you'll only be allowed to 
captivate one man and that man is me. You are playing dirty and I'll 
take the bait. Are you sure you're ready to go fishing with me? I assure 
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you I’m a lethal predator and I will devour you off the hook without 
being detected by anyone.” 

My cervix clenched at his animated metaphor and the sparks were 
buzzing between us as he spun me around and said, “You need to say 
your goodbyes. It’s time to go.” 

We thanked Kate for the party and made our other goodbyes quickly. 
Kate gave me the look and I returned the look. We had talked briefly about 
her not telling me the truth throughout the last few months, but after what 
I had learned it really didn’t matter. I understood the craziness of our story. 
I smiled at her to reassure her that I was ready for my new adventure and 
she hugged me and whispered, “I’m so happy for you. Call me tomorrow.” 

Nolan winked at me as we hurried through the crowd. All these 
thoughts were drifting through my head. Where should we go? His 
hotel? My place? He suddenly touched me on my lower back and pressed 
his lean long body into my frame. He turned me into him and I melted. 

It had been too long. I desperately wanted his touch and we were finally 
standing next to my car as he kissed me with an explosion of hunger. I felt 
his lips touch mine, his tongue slip slowly across my bottom teeth, and | 
moaned. He pulled my ass up against his manliness. I heard voices in the 
background but didn’t care. The moment was too perfect to stop. He ended 
up having more will power than I did as he struggled to gain control of our 
passion. A couple I knew came walking past us. I wrestled with my dress 
and said good evening to them as they passed by. Nolan looked at me with 
fire burning in his deep blue eyes and I laughed at our teenage behavior. 

“You laughed as that couple walked past us and caught us in the act.” 

I answered, “You better act quickly and take us somewhere decent or 
we will end up being truly caught in the act as if we were teenagers and 
didn’t know better.” 

He said, “My place or yours, sweetheart?” 

“Mine, Nolan.” 

Within minutes, we were pulling into my parking spot. I turned 
lights on as we came through the front door and I saw him looking 
around. “Your place is charming. It fits you.” 

“Really? How so?” 

He spun me around to face him, pulling me closer. “It’s warm, soft 
and inviting. Like you.” 

I said breathlessly, “Would you like a drink? I have whiskey.” 

“Sure. We'll drink a toast to the future.” 

He let me slip from his embrace and I walked to the bar, opening 
the glass doors to get two goblets out. I opened the hutch that stored 
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my selection of liquor and pulled out the bottle of Irish whiskey. He 
observed me closely. 

“Hmm, you are keeping secrets from me? Why would you have my 
brand of whiskey?” 

I smiled at him wickedly. “Oh, a girl has to have some secrets, Mr. 
O'Neill, or life would not be fair, now would it?” 

I had done a little investigating myself. I found out about all the 
different whiskeys and was amused by the characteristics involving the 
choice of grains, the different distillations, the time, and types of barrels 
used. It seemed that Ireland and Scotland used the same technique but 
America and Canada used a different technique, yet all had similarities. 

“Did you know that the Irish and American whiskey is spelled with 
an ‘e,’ while the Scotch and Canadian whisky is spelled without the ‘e”? 
I also found out that the Irish whiskey bottles have a higher alcohol 
content than most. Is that why you drink it?” 

I held up the two glasses and he took one from my hand. “Now, Mr. 
O’Neill, tell me what are we drinking to?” 

“First, lam Nolan to you forevermore; Mr. O'Neill is my father. Second, 
I didn’t know of the facts you just explained to me about whiskey, and 
third, who gave you the answer to my taste in whiskey? Fourth, we are 
drinking to us.” 

He spoke a few words in Irish, and then said, “How about we toast to 
you? To the most beautiful, unexpected gift I’ve ever received. Amazing 
dreams that I thought would never come true. A phenomenon that I 
never thought I had a right to experience. And to the thoughts that we 
didn’t believe in, which make the unbelievable into happy ever after!” 

“That’s so incredibly beautiful, Nolan.” 

We tossed the amber liquid down. It was like hot lava washing over 
my tongue and down my throat, hitting my stomach like a weighted 
ball. When I released my breath, it was the pure essence of the alcohol. 
Nolan captured my lips with his, and his taste was a blend of strong 
barley and rich spices. It was like taking another shot. 

He pulled back and said, “By the look on your face this is your first 
time, ah?” 

“Yes, Nolan, it most definitely is.” 

He swept me up into his arms, as a groom would for his bride on their 
wedding night. “Where to, Emmalyn? I’ve waited an eternity for you.” 

“Can you give me five minutes alone? I promise I’Il be right back.” 

He kissed me passionately and set my feet back on the floor. “Take as 
long as you need, a’lainn.” 
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I had learned by now that a’/ainn meant beautiful and I loved how 
he said it. I hurried upstairs, brushed my teeth, and freshened up. What 
the hell could I wear? I hadn’t done this in so long Pd forgotten how. I 
sat on the end of my bed and took my five-inch heels off, stripped off my 
dress and laid it over the chair in the corner of my room. I pulled a white 
T-shirt out of my drawer and slid it over my head. 

When I pulled the curtain of my hair from my eyes, I turned around 
enough to see Nolan standing at the bedroom door and I froze. I only 
had my T-shirt on and no panties and felt utterly bare and exposed. It 
was definitely not the way I intended for him to see me for the first time. 

Nolan stood at the door and observed my fear. Then he strolled 
towards me as a lion stalking its prey. 

I could see that he wanted me in a way that was wild, crazy and 
demanding. He took my face between his hands and said, “I missed you 
and I was lonely downstairs.” 

I felt my fears melting away. It hit us fast. We were uncontrollable and 
overshadowing each other’s moves. 

Then somewhere out of the fog of our passion, I heard Nolan’s phone 
ringing. It was an Irish tune playing that caught his attention, and I 
guessed he knew who was calling. He pulled his lips away from mine, as 
we came to an abrupt stop, both of us breathing hard. “Fuck, not now,” 
he said. 

“Oh, baby, I’m so sorry—this is an emergency call from Ireland; I 
have to take this.” 

I looked at him with understanding as he pulled the phone out of his 
pocket, saying, “Fergus, what the hell is wrong?” 

He paused. “What? When? Yes, okay. Where is he? Where is Aislinn? 
Yes, of course we'll leave as soon as I can get clearance. I’ll call you when 
I’m in the air. If there is any change with him, call me. Tell her I’m on 
my way. Thank you both for being with him.” 

I could tell by the look on his face it was not good news. I reached 
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for his hand as he hung up the phone. He said brokenly, “It’s my athair. 
Fergus is my assistant at the farm and my driver. Shit! He thinks my 
father had a heart attack. They’re on their way to the hospital now.” 

I was going with him whether he wanted me to or not. 

“Pll start packing.” The look he gave me was so lost, and he pulled me 
in to his body and just held me. 

“Thank you, Emmalyn. I’m sorry. We'll have to postpone this fantasy 
until—” 

“Shh. Please, it’s okay. I’m going with you. I guess I get the first tour 
of your plane earlier than I thought.” 

“IT would not go without you,” he said. “If you were not agreeable | 
would kidnap you.” 

I looked up at him and saw a smile. 

“Tm so sorry, Nolan. Come on, I need to pack and make a couple of 
calls before we leave.” 
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I hung up with Christian after telling him the basics. I did not know 
what to say to my son yet. It was so easy for me. I had witnessed the 
miracle, but trying to make someone else believe in my illusion—well, it 
was obviously not going to be so easy. 

It was hard for me to admit, but I had not thought about Thomas, at 
least not in the same way, after what transpired at the gravesite. I didn’t 
think I ever would again. Did I love him? Yes, of course, always, but 
now as I looked at Nolan my heart burned for him and his happiness. It 
would now be the most important thing in my life, even over my son, 
whom I loved more than myself. I knew Christian would find love and 
be happy one day. He was a kind and loving person. I didn’t know when 
this would happen, but right now, I needed to be the rock-center of the 
man standing in front of me. 

I talked with Kate, who said she would make the necessary calls for 
everyone involved here stateside. I grabbed my bags and said, “I’m ready.” 

In no time, we had picked up Nolan’s bags, and Deacon met us at the 
airport. He wanted to come with us. Dermod was like a father to him, 
but Nolan told him he needed him to stay here in the States. Deacon 
gave me a hug and shook Nolan’s hand, saying, “Call me with any word.” 

“You know you will be the first one I call.” They exchanged looks and 
we were on our way out the door, being escorted to the stairs I had seen 
Nolan step down from just days before. 
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Mitchell Kennedy grabbed our bags as we came up the ramp, saying, 
“Tm sorry and [’ll make record time.” 

I was not sure I liked that statement, but I wasn’t going to voice my 
opinion or fears. The two men were worried enough. The engine was 
already purring when I stepped into the plane. My first thoughts were 
that I was wowed again, even under these circumstances and as somber 
as we were. The decor was luxurious. Everything was noticeably rich, 
including several creamy recliner chairs that sat in pairs on the left side of 
the plane. A beautiful buttery sofa was across from the escape door, with 
a long mahogany table that had drink-holders carved within the wood. 

Nolan took my hand, sat me down in one of the over-sized soft chairs, 
and strapped my belt across my lap. “Can I get you a drink?” he asked. 

I shook my head no, and he said, “Are you settled then?” I nodded. 

“Tl be back in a few minutes. Let me help Kennedy get this girl in 
the air.” 

I was inspecting everything around me and it was impressive. As I 
heard Kennedy talking on the radio, I looked up to realize Nolan was 
strapping himself in with the pilot. He was really going to help fly the 
plane. He had never said anything to me about flying. Oh, my God! Was 
there anything this man could not do? I watched as Nolan spoke some 
type of code talk to the control tower. I heard something like “pushback” 
and then just like that we were taxiing down the runway and taking off, 
lifting up into the air. 

The last time I had been on a plane was when I went to see Christian. 
God, please let me be able to tell him everything and more importantly 
let him be okay with it, I thought. 

What would he think of Nolan? What would Nolan think about 
Christian? How in the world would these things work out? 

Most importantly, why was I so worried about it now? 

As we climbed in altitude and the plane evened out, little shimmering 
lights flickered on. They ran the entire outline of the interior layout and 
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the lining of the ceiling and the lower walkways. It was delightful and it 
made me wonder how much a plane like this cost. Millions would be my 
guess. I could only imagine. 

I saw Nolan standing at the entrance of the cockpit just looking at me 
as I daydreamed. | met his eyes and he came towards me. 

“Hey, a’lainn.” 

“Hey, you never said you actually flew your own plane.” 

He shrugged and sat down next to me, “I’m sure there are many 
things we will be learning about each other over the next fifty years, 
Emmalyn.” 

He made me laugh and I tried to mimic his Irish purr as I said, “So 
you are going to take me on for the next fifty years, are you? That will put 
us into our mid to late nineties. Are you sure about that?” 

“Are you mocking me, Ms. Stone?” 

“IT would never ever...” His lips closed over mine probing, lingering 
with my tongue, then his lips left mine, and with a thin voice I finished, 
“mock you.” 

“T know this is going to sound crazy,” he said, “but I can’t get it out of 
my head. I want you with me forever, Emmalyn.” He got down on one 
knee. “I know this is not proper, and eventually in front of all our family 
and friends we will do it the right way, I promise. I want us to be legal 
before we consummate our lives together the way the Bible says to do. 
Will you marry me, Emmalyn?” 

Tears slid down my cheeks and he wiped them away softly. “Please 
don’t cry. Maybe I am rushing you. I seem to have a problem doing that 
with you.” 

God! What he didn’t know was that I thought it the loveliest, most 
morally right and manly decision I had ever dreamt of. Long ago, I 
had wanted to wait until marriage to make love to Thomas. We were 
young and in love and we did not wait. Now I had this amazing man 
kneeling before me who had never been married, never even thought he 
would marry, asking me to marry him before we had sex. How romantic 
was that? 

I smiled at him. “That’s not why I’m crying. That was the most romantic, 
sexy, alluring proposal I could have ever asked for. Yes, Nolan, I will 
marry you forty thousand feet above the ocean.” 

He unbuckled my seat belt, pulled me in to his waiting body, and 
said, “It will not be one hundred percent legal, but Kennedy can marry 
us right now, if you are willing?” 

He called to Kennedy, and a few seconds later the pilot was strolling 
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back towards us. I assumed Nolan had already told him of his plans and, 
if | agreed, he would marry us. 

I could not help wondering who the hell was flying this beast. And as 
always, Nolan answered my question before I spoke it. 

“Tt’s okay, Emmalyn. She can fly herself. This will not take long.” 

I looked him in the eyes. There was such comfort shining back at 
me that I gave him my biggest smile as he took my hand in his and 
whispered, “Forever.” 

He then looked from me to Kennedy, and said, “You don’t need to say 
anything, Kennedy. Just stand as my witness.” 

His gaze came back to me and he began to speak the sweetest words 
I could dream of. “Emmalyn, in Exodus 23:20 it says ‘I am sending an 
angel ahead of you to guard you along the way and to bring you to the 
place I have prepared.’ There isn’t a doubt in my mind that Calista came 
to take Thomas home and help us connect with each other. 

“Emmalyn, I never dreamt of finding someone to spend my life with. 
You are my phenomenon. I will always put your needs before my own. 
You are my treasured gift straight from the heavens and though we are 
new to each other, you have always been unconsciously kept deep within 
my heart as I unconsciously searched for you. 

“Aingeal du’radh liom a fhaigheann tu. Is mian liom raibh me in ann a 
ra’ go raibh se’ go le’ir dom, ach an no’imead a chonaic me’ whispered tu’ go 
deo tri’ mo smaointe agus go deo beidh me’ a bheith mise. 

“This is what I’m saying to you, Emmalyn. ‘An angel told me to 
find you. I wish I could say it was all me, but the moment I saw you, 
forevermore whispered through my thoughts, and forever I will be yours.” 

I knew that his words to me were true, as tears flowed down my 
cheeks. How could I ever come close to saying anything as perfect as 
what he had just said to me? 

However, I had been writing for a year now and my thoughts were 
constantly put on paper. The day after our boat ride had me writing things 
I couldn't pretend to deny. I remembered those words as I spoke them now. 

“Nolan, you captured my soul when I thought it had vanished. You 
captivated my humanity when I believed in nothing. 

“You bestowed existence to a life collapsed. You delivered tenderness I 
had long suppressed. You brought everlasting animation to my disorientated 
self. 

“You consume me with a profusion of endless delight. You are my 
carefree, undemanding enchantment amusing me endlessly. You are my 
friend, my love, my life — for sempiternity.” 
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Kennedy cleared his throat and said, “I think you can kiss the bride 
now!” 

I mouthed “forever” to Nolan as he pulled me close and kissed me 
senseless. 

Then he said, “Wife, did you recite that poem from one of your 
favorites?” 

“No, husband, I did not. I made that poem up all by myself with my 
own feelings that came from here.” I placed my hand over my heart. 

He covered my hand with his. “I’m a lucky man!” 

“And I, Nolan, am a very lucky woman!” 

Kennedy said, “Congratulations to the two of you.” He then went 
back up front and Nolan sat with me on the sofa. Fergus called him and 
gave him an update. He told Nolan that the doctors were running tests 
and he’d call back when he had more information. 

I silently prayed along with my husband for his father. 
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We both knew that the timing of our affair was unquestionably off. 
He held me close as we lay next to each other on the comfortable cream 
leather sofa. We had been up now for twenty-four hours. I was feeling 
the downside of the euphoria of the last couple of days. Holy shit! It hit 
me that only a couple of days had passed between Nolan and me and 
we were already secretly married. If anyone on the outside of our bubble 
knew of our bizarre relationship, they would probably be locking us up 
for insanity. 

“We'll be landing at Ireland West Airport Knock soon,” Nolan told 
me. “I'll have Kennedy take you to my place in Castlebar so you can rest. 
I’m going to go straight to the hospital in Galway. You okay with that?” 

“Of course. If I’m to tell you the truth, I’m exhausted. A bed sounds 
really good right about now.” 

“Emmalyn.” I followed his finger as he pointed to a door at the rear 
of the plane. 

“Through that door is a bedroom. I’m sorry, I should have let you 
sleep. I just didn’t trust myself alone with you. I want nothing more 
than to make love to you, but not here, not under these circumstances. I 
wasn't thinking of your needs as I said I would. I’m already starting off 
by being a bad husband.” 

Though the thought of being in a bed at this point was dreamy, to 
make love and to fall asleep, I smiled at him and said, “I wouldn’t have 
been able to sleep anyway. It’s okay.” 

“Fergus is at the hospital. I have already called ahead to Aine.” He 
pronounced it awn-ye. “She is my housekeeper and she'll take good care 
of you. She has broken speech, but I think the two of you will hit it off. I 
won't leave you for long. The thought of it already distresses me, but you 
need your rest and I need to be with my father.” 

I leaned against him. In a few moments, as I sat up to prepare for 
landing, I gazed out and saw the beautiful West Coast of Ireland. I saw 
one spectacular view after another and my curiosity got the better of me. 
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Nolan looked at me oddly and asked, “Are you okay?” 

“Oh, Nolan, I’m fine. I’m just in awe. It’s so stunningly beautiful 
down there. Pictures in a book don’t even come close to those 
breathtaking islands.” 

His smile hit me like an arrow hitting the red circle on a target board. 
With relief in his voice he said, “I thought you might be feeling sad. I 
remembered our earlier letters about Ireland, I was afraid you were... 
well, you know, thinking of Thomas.” He said it as 7o-mahs, in his 
familiar brogue. 

I told him, “As strange as this sounds, everything before now, all 
those long months of suffering, it all seems like a horrible dream to me. 
The truth is, we haven’t talked about what happened at the gravesite. 
When I reached my hand out to touch Calista , it seemed to go through 
her and something prickled throughout my entire body. I think she took 
the heartache of losing my mom and Thomas away from me.” 

“Really? Why do you think that?” 

“Well, it wasn’t really unpleasant, it was more of a feeling that I’ve 
never experienced before. I don’t know, but afterward I had a great 
feeling of peace wash through me.” 

I paused. “I don’t know. Maybe because...” I blinked back the tears 
that wanted to fall down my cheeks. I finally said, “Nolan, being with 
you is like being united with timelessness. The only thing that keeps me 
connected with my old life is my son. I feel like you and I have always 
been together, even though that sounds a little crazy. Other than the last 
twenty-plus years, it seems now all I know is you.” 

“Sweetheart, I feel the same way. You have changed my life with your 
existence. Maybe she changed us both.” 

Nolan flipped our passports open as we went through the tiny airport. 
They looked at us and waved us through. How easy was that? Hello! He 
kissed me hard on the lips and said, “I’ll be home soon.” 

He walked to his sports car that was already waiting for him. I 
couldn’t tell what it was. I was too tired to care. 

He smiled and waved his hand in goodbye. 

As Kennedy drove me down the long driveway to the castle, I was 
enchanted by its effect. Kennedy dropped me off and said, “Ill see you 
soon, Ms. Stone—I mean, Mrs. O’Neill.” 

“Thank you, Kennedy. See you soon.” 

He opened the door for me and Aine welcomed me. Oliver came 
bouncing up to me immediately and I scratched his ears absently. “Well, 
hello there, Oliver, it’s so nice to finally meet you.” 


134 Cale lonEs 


It was almost as though he already knew me. He pranced around 
in a circle and then started following Aine and me. She was exactly as 
Nolan had told me. She was charming and showed me around, but I was 
so damn tired all I wanted was a bed. I thought I would actually sleep 
twenty-four hours straight to replace what I had lost. She led me up the 
stairs and down a long hallway. Then she stopped at a door to let me go 
in before her. Oliver came in behind me and Aine told him to leave me 
alone. He looked at me and I said, “He’s fine, unless he’s not allowed 
in here.” 

Aine said, “Oliver rules this house. If you are okay with him then I’m 
okay. Oliver, be a good boy.” 

He groaned and went to lie by the fireplace. 

I said, “Thank you so much. Please wake me if Nolan calls.” She 
smiled at me as she closed the door. 

OMG! This is the kind of jet lag that people talked about that I have 
never understood. I didn’t even remove my clothes as I pulled the covers 
back, slid my shoes off and crawled under the covers. I think Oliver 
jumped up in bed with me. I was asleep before my head hit the pillow. 
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Nolan 


I drove too fast. I would probably get a ticket in the mail, but I needed to 
see my athair with my own eyes to believe he was truly okay. Here in Ireland 
there are cameras everywhere taking pictures of license tags, but there are 
not as many gardas traveling the roads as there are police in America. If 
youre clever enough to slow down in those areas, you usually don’t get 
tickets, but if you do, you can go into the local gas station—fast marts, we 
call them here—and see if you have any outstanding tickets to pay. 

I pulled into the hospital parking lot. Inside, after asking ten different 
questions, I finally found Fergus. He was sitting in the waiting lounge 
where they led me and he stood up to shake my hand as I walked in. 

“How is he?” 

“It was touch and go for a couple of hours. They could not get his 
heart to maintain a regular beat. He is better now. I didn’t want to say 
anything over the phone, but they had to do emergency open-heart 
surgery on him.” 

I closed my eyes letting what he said wash through me, and as I 
opened my eyes, a nurse came through the doors asking me if I was 
Mr. O'Neill. 

“Yes,” my voice failed me. “Yes, 1am Mr. O’Neill. How is my athair?” 

“Mr. O'Neill, under the circumstances, he is doing quite well. Before 
I take you back to see him, I want to prepare you first. He has many 
machines around him that are hooked up to parts of his body. Some 
are to help him breathe easier and others are drains to release fluids 
from his body. These devices are helping your father as he heals after the 
heart attack and surgery. I like to share this information with all family 
members before I take them back to see the patient. Everything you see 
that’s connected to him is completely normal. Sometimes family members 
become overwhelmed and scared at what they witness, but I can assure 
you, your father is in no pain and doing remarkable after his surgery. The 
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doctors will explain more to you later, but for now if you are ready we can 
go back to his room. Do you have any questions, Mr. O'Neill?” 

I shook my head and walked down the hall with her, thinking about 
my strong-willed athair, the man who was fighting for his life. I said to 
the nurse, “What is your name?” 

She smiled and flipped her badge at me, saying, “It’s Cassidy, sir, and 
I will be your father’s nurse for the day.” 

She led me down another hall., saying, “Your dad is in ICU, but 
hopefully it will only be for a day or two and then he will be moved to 
his own room.” 

I walked in behind the nurse and my knees went weak. Lying in the 
hospital bed was a man who used to be so vigorous that on some days he 
could still outdo me. 

Cassidy reached out and adjusted the tube coming from his mouth. 
“This is a ventilator and we're slowly weaning him off of it, but it is helping 
him breathe and giving his heart a relaxing break after everything he’s 
been through. This machine tells me his heart rate, which is great, by 
the way.” 

She looked over at me as she spoke. “I know, Mr. O’Neill, that it’s 
hard to see him like this, but your father is doing really well. He is a very 
lucky man. The doctors are expecting him to make a full recovery.” 

I reached down and placed my hand over my father’s hand and it was 
cold to the touch. “He’s so pale, cold and puffy. Is this normal?” 

“It is very normal and he’s actually getting warmer with this warming 
blanket, and he has a little more color in his cheeks than he did an hour 
ago.” 

As I stood silently, the nurse said, “Mr. O’Neill, this is Dr. Flynn. 
He is the chief of cardiothoracic surgeon, the doctor who did surgery on 
your father and is overseeing your father’s care.” 

I turned around to face him and shook his hand. He filled me in on 
everything that happened and what to expect over the next few days. 
After talking to Dr. Flynn, I felt better. 

It scared me to think that as bad as my father was, my thoughts kept 
returning to Emmalyn. I needed her here with me, but she did not need 
this stress. I would do anything to shield her from as much distress as 
possible. The last time I was in a hospital was when Thomas died in 
Dublin. The last place she needed to be was here, surrounded by all this. 
I told her I'd put her first and damn it, I was going to try and honor 
that promise. 


Seba 


Emmatlyn 


I woke up to Oliver licking my face. Thanks, boy. The sun’s bright 
and cheery audition made my eyes water. The rays scattered over the 
comforter and throughout the room as they ricocheted across the 
cathedral-style windows. I stretched, sitting up, thankful that I had not 
slept the entire day away. I had not noticed how beautiful the room was 
a couple of hours ago when Aine had brought me in here. The room 
was decorated in taupes and off-whites with creamy colors making it 
feminine and cozy. I wondered who decorated his castle, because there 
was definitely a woman's feel to the entire surroundings. 

I brushed my teeth, Oliver watching me as I freshened up, and then 
I went in search for Aine and food. I was going down the stairs when we 
spotted each other, “Oh, ma’am, I was coming to check on you.” 

Oliver wagged his tail and I patted his head. “He must have stayed in 
the room with me while I slept.” 

I wondered why she raised her eyebrows at me. As we walked 
down the stairs, although I had been wowed earlier, now the castle 
was breathtaking. I guess because of my earlier brain-deadness I didn’t 
observe how magnificent it was. 

“Do you feel better?” Aine said. 

“T feel great, Aine, thank you for asking. How many hours did I sleep?” 

She gave me a funny look. “You slept all day and into the next day. It’s 
breakfast time. Are you hungry? I know you are hungry, Oliver. You're 
always hungry. I'll get you fed next.” 

“Shit-fire! Are you serious?” 

The poor woman looked at me as if I was crazy. 

“Tm sorry, Aine, it’s my American slang. I just can't believe that I 
slept that long, that’s what I’m trying to say.” 

“Mr. O’Neill had me check on you several times to make sure you 
were still among the living. You never moved, but you were breathing.” 
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I laughed at her words and said, “Well, that’s a good thing. I want to 
stay among the living, that’s for sure.” 

She smiled at me and I noticed she had bad teeth. My goodness, did 
they not have dentists here? 

She turned around and started for what I assumed was the kitchen. 
“Can I help you make breakfast?” I asked. 

“Oh, no, ma’am, I do everything for you. You just follow me, all right?” 

“How are both the O’Neill’s doing today, Aine?” 

“Oh, the older Mr. O’Neill, he is better. That’s what my Mr. O’Neill 
says on the phone. He says his father isn’t on the breathing machine 
anymore. That’s good, yes? And my poor Mr. O’Neill, he worries himself 
sick about you. Calling me, good Lord, child, every twenty minutes, 
asking if you were okay. I told him, she is fine. Stop calling me. I have 
work to do. I have never heard him talk about anyone like he talks about 
you. You are his someone special. That part makes me happy. He’s a good 
man. Yes, ma'am, he sure is.” 

“Oh, Aine, I think that’s wonderful news. Actually, all of it is 
wonderful news. Can I call him and check on him?” 

“Yes, ma’am, he'd like that. He is so worried about you.” 

Aine helped me dial out and on the second ring Nolan answered, 
“Aine.” 

“Well, hello, to you too. No, silly, it’s me.” 

“Oh, thank goodness, Emmalyn, you had me scared to death. You 
slept so sound and for so long, I thought something was wrong with you.” 

“So I was just informed. I guess this time change has affected me 
more than I thought. I’m truly fine. Better than fine. I feel refreshed. 
I believe your Aine thinks you have a crush on me. How is your dad?” 

“God, it’s good to hear your voice. I miss you so much I cannot stand 
it. Just hearing your voice makes me feel better.” 

“T’m sorry I worried you. You have enough to worry about with your 
dad. I slept like a baby. The bed was so cozy and comfy, I loved it. I think 
I have a new friend. Oliver is a very happy dog. He’s a very happy, spoiled 
dog. And don’t worry about me.” 

“That, my a’/ainn, is impossible for me to do, but my father is actually 
doing well. They have taken him off the ventilator and he is breathing 
on his own. He woke up long enough to say a couple of scratchy words 
and then went back to sleep. The doctors and nurses have been amazing. 
They all keep telling me he’s going to make a full recovery.” 

“That is what I prayed for before I passed out. You sound tired. Have 
you slept at all?” 
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“Yes, I slept on and off in the waiting area. I sure as hell cannot stay 
in his room for long. It's so damn noisy and fast-paced in there. The 
lights are always on. They had him strapped down to the bed for a while 
because he kept trying to pull his tubes out. He is resting quietly now. 
And, Emmalyn, I don’t just have a crush on you. I’m intoxicated with 
you. I'll head home soon. God! Did I mention that I miss you? And you 
can put Oliver outside. He hasn’t had a bath.” 

“Oh, I love you and I miss you too, but I understand. Do you want 
me to come to you? Poor Oliver, he smells fine—not sure about the bath.” 

“God, Pd like you here more than anything, but I am not doing that 
to you. You don’t need the stress, and my father would kill me if I let 
you meet him under these circumstances. Aislinn is here with us. She 
won't leave him, not that I want her to, but she refuses to leave his side 
unless the nurses make her leave. I guess women are better constructed 
for dealing with sickness, because it drives me crazy being in his room 
for long periods. She cares deeply for my father. I just wish he would also 
see how devoted she is to him.” 

“Well, sometimes it takes something like this to happen to make 
the heart grow fonder. Maybe as your father heals he will see what an 
amazing woman she is.” 

“T hope so. I worry about him being alone, especially as he gets older. 
I don’t want him to be alone. Now with this happening, it makes me 
worry even more. How are you and Aine getting along?” 

“['m embarrassed to say that I’ve only been up for a little while. 
I think we'll get along just fine. She’s making me breakfast now and 
refused to let me help her. I would love to bake with her today. Do you 
think she’d let me?” 

“You put her on the phone and I'll tell her to.” 

“Good God, no, I don’t want her to feel threatened by me. I just love 
to cook and I thought it would be a good way for us to bond. Actually 
for me, it’s a stress reliever, although after all that sleep I feel like running 
a marathon.” 

“T can call my personal trainer, Bartley, and have him come over for 
you to train with. Would you like that?” 

“Damn, no wonder you look so hot. You have a personal trainer. | 
should have known. I do believe I’m at a disadvantage here: one, you 
have a trainer, two, you have seen me half-naked and I haven't seen you 
underneath all your clothes. Also, I will let you in on a secret; I do miss 
feeling you up against me.” 

“You're killing me here, Emmalyn. I’m locked away in prison and 
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youre talking about being halfnaked without me. God, I can see you 
standing in your room with your... Ugh! Now, I’m definitely not sending 
Bartley anywhere near you without me being there. You will have to run 
all that free energy out of yourself until I can properly take care of you.” 

I was laughing as the conversation rambled on, speaking nasty little 
tidbits about what he’d like to do to my body. Finally, I asked him, 
“Where is the best place for me to run?” 

“Wait until I get home, woman, and you can marathon with me. As 
for now, you can run anywhere on the property, or ask Aine to show you 
to the workout room.” 

“That sounds great, both parts of the conversation. Running and getting 
a marathon on with you. I miss you, but you stay with your dad as long as 
you need to. Please rest as much as you can. I worry about you too, Irish.” 

“Trish? I like the nickname. I hate to hang up the phone, minx, but I 
have to go, I'll be home as soon as I can.” 

After I hung up, I thought what an idiot I was. I was ready to make 
love to Nolan, but I was also scared shitless. He made me feel things I'd 
never felt before and that scared me. 

Aine brought me the biggest plate of breakfast I’ve ever seen. 

“Dig in!” she said, sounding proud of her work. “Oliver, leave her eat 
in peace—go on now, you need.a bath. Where is Fergus when you need 
him? Come with me, Oliver, I can at least feed you.” She was muttering 
as she walked away. 

I picked up my fork and went to town on the yummy feast before 
me. I ended up eating too much, but it made my run feel much needed. 
There was no getting away from Oliver. He followed me everywhere I 
went. 

Nolan’s gym was set up with all of today’s high-tech machines and 
I loved it. Different weighted balls were in racks, and large circles were 
chalked up high on the wall. Of course, when I started my squats and 
then threw the ball up aiming for the circle, it was nowhere near his 
mark, because he was a giant compared to me. After three sets of fifteen 
that had me breathing heavy, I went to get my long-needed run in. It felt 
good, my feet hitting the black rubber at about an eight-minute mile, for 
forty-five minutes. I could feel the eggs and ham burning off with each 
thud, thud, thud of my pace. Oliver groaned as he stretched out on the 
floor next to the treadmill. 

After I was finished, I went up to my room, showered and dressed. 
Oliver obediently waited outside my door. I went in search of Aine. She 
was singing in the kitchen, but I did not understand a word of her song. 
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I startled her when I asked if I could help in the kitchen. I told her that 
it helped me with my nerves and she looked hesitant at first, but finally 
agreed. I told her I would like to learn some of her ways. That made her 
smile. 

We made a day of it, her teaching me new techniques and me actually 
teaching her a few things. We made one of Nolan’s favorites called Rustic 
Raspberry Tart, or so she said. I had no idea what his favorite foods 
were, yet. Her crust recipe was similar to mine, except she used unsalted 
Kerrygold pure Irish butter. I tasted the butter and it was thicker than 
ours. The crust turned out perfect. The kitchen was any cook’s dream 
with state-of-the-art tools for making any meal. She made me laugh 
all day. She had a way about her that was innocent, but so charming. 
The combination of those characteristics, along with her sometimes 
gibberish-sounding talk, made her a welcome companion. We both had 
egg and flour on our clothes when we finished. I was totally worn out by 
the time we cleaned up our mess. I needed a shower again. After that, 
I went back downstairs and found Aine, who beamed at me as I came 
around the corner. She showed me our tart and it looked and smelled 
divine. She said for me to go sit in the study and she would make me tea. 

After a long search down a hall, I found Nolan’s study. It had 
hundreds of books so I skimmed over the covers of several and chose 
one I thought I would enjoy. I was used to my Nook e-reader, but in the 
hurry of things I left it back in the States. Aine brought me tea and | 
settled in for a long afternoon of relaxation. Oliver lay down next to my 
chair and it felt like this was home. The only thing that would make this 
day any more perfect would be for Nolan to come home. 
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I must have closed my eyes and dozed off. My time clock was definitely 
off kilter. The six-hour change was messing with me. Somehow, I knew 
that when I opened my eyes, he would be watching me and when I did, 
he was. He was sitting across from me in a Victorian-style grandfather 
chair opposite me. Oliver sat obediently by him. 

I lazily looked up at him. “Sorry. I am so not used to this 
time difference.” 

With a radiant and seductive smile, he said, “I know it, and it’s 
normal. I promise it will get better.” 

“How is your dad?” 

His easy smile grew wider. “He is giving his nurses hell and doing 
very well.” 

“Oh, Nolan, that is wonderful news.” I tried to slide farther up into 
the seat and look more sophisticated. 

“Yes, it is. He is a strong old goat. I’m sorry I have not been here to take 
care of you. This was not quite how I envisioned your trip here to Ireland.” 

He slowly stood up and held out his hand, saying, “Come to 
me, Emmalyn.” 

Hundreds of things ran through my mind all at once. The dream 
where he had said those words to me. Images from that dream to the 
sight of him coming off the plane, the afternoon at Kate’s and then being 
consumed with lust at my house. It seemed like forever since that had all 
taken place, though it had only been a couple of days. 

Oh, my God! Was I ready for this step? My body was trembling. I 
had seemed bolder in my own world than over here in this strange land. 
I did not move and he stepped closer to my chair. 

Then he slowly knelt down and put one hand on my right knee and 
the other on my left cheek. “I want you, Emmalyn. I need you so badly 
that my body and soul ache for you. I want to show you how much | 
want and need you. Le do thoil teacht gra’ a dheanamh lion—please come 
make love to me.” 
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‘The same intense craving, a deep yearning, that had laid dormant for 
over a year shockingly flared up and began to quiver in my belly. I did 
want this sexy man who knelt before me. I wanted to feel him possessing 
my essence, my universe and for him to make me feel unforgettable. 
Finally, we could take what we both had long been denied. 
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Nolan 


I knew her. I knew all this had been difficult for her. I had been so 
distracted with caring for my father that I neglected her. God knows, I 
craved her the whole time I was away from her. Hell, a part of me didn’t 
exist without her. The look in her cat-like eyes was a mixture of many 
emotions. I saw the intensity of her passion. I drew her up and into my 
arms and she eagerly wrapped her long legs around my waist to straddle 
me. She then pulled herself up higher so that we were eye to eye. 

I whispered, “I never thanked you for coming home with me.” 

“Nolan, I was not letting you leave without me.” 

Our kiss deepened and I knew without a doubt that she consumed 
my every breath. That day at Kate’s party, I knew. Hell, who was I 
kidding, I knew from the days after my friend’s death that destiny was 
taking over the world as I knew it. I had told my father earlier that she 
had conquered my heart, and I swear that’s what helped turn the old goat 
around into a much better direction. 

I slowly pulled back. Her red lips looked puffy after our intimate kiss. 
I looked into her eyes and leaned in for another kiss. It started slow and 
then passion hit us just as hard as when we had been in her bedroom 
before the phone call. Our tongues entwined with each other in perfect 
rhythm. I probed her mouth as I pulled her ass higher up into my palms 
and closer to my erection. 

She responded, “Oh, God, yes, Nolan,” rasping through our pulsing 
tongues, teeth and lips. 

Holy shit, she could make me cum before we ever got started by just 
saying my name. 

I mumbled, “Bean a’lainn, beautiful woman, we need to make it to 
my bedroom before my staff sees us.” 

I looked down at Oliver and said, “Stay, boy. You aren’t allowed to 
come up tonight. Sorry, she’s all mine tonight.” 

Oliver obediently settled himself near the fireplace. 


Emmalyn 


I had been craving his touch and his kiss alone was putting me on the 
verge of an orgasm. All I could think about was having him naked and 
licking the head of his large dick and tasting the pre-cum as it leaked into 
my mouth. Nolan walked us through his magnificent castle. He carried 
me up the stairs as my whole body screamed yes! He kicked the door 
shut, never taking his attention from what was happening between us. 

He whispered, “You are so damn beautiful.” 

Then he laid me on his huge cinnamon-brown bed, and flipped a 
switch on the headboard. Tiny iridescent lights shown brilliantly from 
under the bed. The ambiance was exquisite and in comparison, it really 
made my home look underprivileged. His four-post bed had a canopy so 
large it reminded me of the sails of a Viking ship. A Victorian-style cover 
encased the width and length of the bed, with miles of vibrant material 
that rolled and dipped and flowed down to puddle onto the floor. Old- 
world-style furniture around the romantic room showed rich ruby, deep 
reds and soft pale greens with black accents. 

“This is all incredibly beautiful,” I said. 

“You are so a /ainn, beautiful.” 

I grinned. “I was talking about your decorating and the spectacular 
lights. But thank you. That’s very sweet.” 

When I looked at him, it filled my soul with a burning desire. 

“Emmalyn, the look you are giving me right now is so damn sexy. I 
want to satisfy your deepest desires.” 

He didn’t know it, but he was my deepest desire. 

He took his hand and faintly brushed it over my right breast. I arched 
my chest up more for him to continue. His grip tightened as he pinched 
my sensitive bud between his fingers. He seemed to be calculating how 
to get my dress off. I had chosen to wear a cream-colored sweater dress 
and to my delight, he put both hands underneath it and in one smooth 
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movement, pulled it up and over my head. He threw it to the floor. I 
breathed in his divine cologne as our bodies collided. 

My phone had been in a pocket of my dress and as it struck the floor 
in just the right way, I heard a song from the MP3 player begin its sensual 
lullaby. I would now forever remember the song. So for a second time 
since we had met, Nolan started our foreplay with him softly singing 
the first few lines of the song into my ear. His breath was warm and 
seductive and I felt hot liquid touching my entrance as his words washed 
over me. 

“You are scandalous, Emmalyn. No panties or bra. Do you know 
how turned on that makes me? My cock is so hard in my pants; it is in 
desperate need of you. I am in physical pain.” 

My body released more juices as he leaned me back and watched 
me. I lay there naked and exposed, watching him as he stood up, 
pulled his shirt off and unbuckled his belt in a seductive, unhurried 
way. Provocatively he slipped his dark designer jeans down his long legs. 
He wore white briefs, which surprised me. It also told me why he was 
in pain. When his briefs went down below his knees and his package 
unbound itself, it made my mouth water with anticipation. My heavens, 
he was well built. His body was like a piece of marble carved by a Greek 
god. He was sculptured, smooth, and hairless. I had only seen bodies like 
his in magazines and that was many years ago. He was a rare breed of a 
man and I absorbed every bit of his manliness into my memory. 

He stood there cocking his head and said, “Tell me how you like it?” 

I thought, oh, goody. My turn. 

I sat up onto my knees and said, “Come to me, Nolan.” I reached my 
arms slowly out to him. 

He strolled towards me with pure confidence. “Do you like what 
you see?” 

“Oh, baby, I fantastically, mouthwateringly love what I see.” 

I noticed as he walked toward me that he was surprisingly 
uncircumcised. His penis was abundantly thick and masterful, and I 
ran my fingers over its large smooth mushroom head, already slick with 
pre-cum. He was fully hard and ready for our union. I let go of all fear 
and any sensible thoughts. 

“I want your enormous luscious dick in my...” I pulled my lower lip 
between my teeth with anticipation, “in my, oh so waiting, mouth, so I 
can taste the substance of your essence. I want to suck all of you. I want 
your large hard penis to slide all the way down the back of my throat so 
I can taste what you have in store for me.” 
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“You keep talking like that and I’m going to...” he grabbed his thick 
dick and pumped it in his palm, “cum all over you right here and now.” 

His grip on his shaft was firm as he said, “I have been without sex way 
too long for your delicious nasty talk.” 

I licked my lips and said, “Yummy.” Then I pulled my bottom lip into 
my waiting mouth again and murmured, “Or I could watch you.” 

His eyes sizzled with intensity. “You are being a mischievous minx, 
Emmalyn. I think I need to tame you.” 

His words excited me as they seductively purred from his lips. 

Then he said, “We will get to me in a minute, but right now, I want 
to know what turns you on and I want to taste every inch of your fiery, 
heart-stopping body.” 

He slowly leaned me back as he lowered his head and took one of my 
nipples in his mouth. He pinched and rolled my other nipple with quick 
sensations of pain-pleasure with every tug. He released my nipple from 
his mouth to balance my weight with his as he sprawled me out amongst 
the pillows and placed me at his convenience. 

I had only been with one man, but I knew by his expertise that this 
performance was going to be superlative. It might have been awhile since 
he had played in bed sports, but he was without equal and he knew it. 

The ache between my legs was starving for his attention when he said, 
“I have wanted to ravish you, since the minute I saw you. Damn! Your 
body is perfect and your breasts are so soft and plump and your smell is 
driving me mad!” 

I moaned with pleasure as he licked me, inching down my ribs, 
kissing each one while he stroked his long hard dick. It was so damn 
exciting to watch. It made my insides jerk with expectation. He slithered 
down my body exploring everything in his path. I squirmed under his 
touch at the ticklish sensation. 

“Stop moving, Emmalyn, or I will hold you in place.” 

That just pushed me more. My sex clenched at his words and my 
notch of pleasure rose again. I took a breath in and held it, trying not 
to feel the ticklish sensation over my body. I concentrated instead on his 
sexy purring voice. It’s hard to truly explain how damn erotic it is to have 
a man saying things to you in Irish that you do not understand, while 
he devours every part of your body. He was overwhelming all my senses. 
His warm tongue slid deliciously down my body, up and over my mound, 
separating the thin hairline that protected my wet slippery lips. He found 
his goal and he swirled his tongue expertly around my accessible nub. 

At the same time, he took one of his long fingers, slid it down past 
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my wet entry, and all the way to my puckered entrance. It was so exotic 
that my body convulsed with a jolt and I moaned out loud. He was 
driving me mad with desire and methodically making me anticipate 
each advancement. He took my nub in between his teeth and drew it 
within his mouth. The pull was great. He was like a straw, with me the 
strawberry shake. He was sucking all of me into him with such intensity 
that I grabbed the sheets, bunching them into clenched fists while 
twisting them together from the effects of my revelation. His finger had 
stayed at my entrance until he brought it up to his lips and sensually put 
it in his mouth as he swirled his tongue around in slow, erotic circles. 

Then he gently eased the tip of his glossy wet finger into my puckered 
anus. The newness of his approach was scary, but amazingly, the feeling 
was incredibly good. With his other hand he slowly slipped a finger back 
up to my opening that I was waiting for him to devour. I felt his long 
finger nuzzle inside of me and at the same time he tugged my clitoris 
back into his waiting mouth. 

“Oh, my God! Yes!” I yelled. 

The sensitivity of him working all three spots was astounding. 
Instantly he knew where to find my sweet spot. 

Kate had told me that most men do not know that wonderful 
trick. He moved his long fingers in unison, one finger inside me and 
his thumb on the outside of my wet opening, rubbing in a slow and 
delicious pattern. I felt a second finger enter into my canal as he skillfully 
swirled them around. He removed his thumb and replaced it with his 
lips, continuing to lick, suck, and lap at my clitoris. It was as if I was 
some exotic dessert, one which he had never explored. My release sprang 
up from deep inside as I arched up and grabbed Nolan’s thick black hair. 
With my nerves in overdrive, my muscles constricted and convulsed as 
I felt the tingling climax spread throughout my pelvis and into my anus 
and down to my toes. He withdrew his fingers expertly from my body 
and let my euphoric senses take over in a rocketing orgasm! 
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Nolan 


This had to be as close to heaven as any man could get. As soon as I 
journeyed inside her wet deep core, she was creamy and so snug, I knew 
I would need to work on stretching her tight pussy a little. I was a large 
man, not just in height. I wanted her to have extreme pleasure for the 
first time we joined. I had learned years ago from a French whore named 
Madame Margarita. She had taught me how to please a woman, though 
I can admit I’m not proud of the way I learned these skills. 

Emmalyn’s taste was briny mingled with mulled spice, making it 
a delicious flavor. I devoured all of her juices that unexpectedly and 
repeatedly squirted out into my mouth. I was in awe. She was giving 
me a gift I had never experienced with another woman. I wanted to 
make her to do it again and I started the intimacy again, but she had 
other plans. 
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Emmatlyn 


When my climax finally released throughout my body and my clit 
gave up the shuddering, I tugged Nolan’s hair just enough to make him 
move up my body. His mouth came down on mine and it was syrupy, 
strong tasting. He kept kissing me, giving me the erotic pleasure of 
consuming my own orgasm, and it sent a wave of desire into my blood 
stream. I cradled his head with my hands as our mouths consumed each 
other’s. Then I pushed him slowly onto his side and then onto his back, 
so that I could explore his impeccable body. He moved in unison with 
me and let me have my way. 

I could not stop myself from saying, “I love your body and that you 
are hairless.” 

In his slurred voice he said, “I am Irish, mo ghile—my darling.” 

I guessed he thought I should know about this, but I had not. I licked 
down his chest and around his nipples, which by the way got as intensely 
hard as my own. I stretched out, lying on top of him as I slithered down 
his gleaming, lightly sweating body. He moved his hips around in circles 
trying to distract me and I used his words back on him, “If you don’t 
stop moving I am going to hold you down.” 

My effect was pointless, of course, because that was impossible. He 
laughed and said, “I'd like to see you try.” I rubbed my pelvic bone into 
his hard penis and lazily worked my way down to his superlative hard- 
on. Truly, it was its own masterpiece. I rolled my finger over the head 
of his slippery pink dick. It gleamed at me, begging for my lips to slide 
up and over the soft mushroom head. At the same time, I gently lifted 
his tight sack into my opened hand and squeezed his balls slightly. He 
moaned in his Irish language saying something again, something I could 
not make out. However, at this point I was lost in my own dream. 

I knew there were many things I didn’t know in the bed-sport area. 
But this act, I had down to a science. I loved the total power it gave me. 
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I opened my mouth wide to accommodate his girth and I flicked my 
tongue out and swirled it around the enormous head of his dick. It was 
salty. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and flattened my tongue to 
move it down his hard ribbed ridge and then I let my lips melt over the 
surrounding skin. I continued my stroll down to the bottom where his 
shaft and balls conjoined. I then slowly sucked hard on the large engorged 
crest of his penis and opened my airway to adjust for the slow seduction 
of my attempt to slide down. All the way down his glorious plump penis, 
sliding all the way to the hilt. Then I reenacted the play, lazily doing it all 
over again. I started to pick up momentum and was enthralled with my 
new toy. I could see his stomach muscles tightening and the expression in 
his eyes as I appreciated his physique and he appreciated my performance. 
He was getting closer to orgasm and of course, he knew this too, because 
he forcefully sat us up and broke my linking to his huge hard-on. Then he 
pulled me up and easily laid me back on the bed. 

He said, “Oh, no, my little Minx, you are without a doubt an 
enthusiast, mo ghra’, my love, but not tonight. We'll do this again 
sometime and then I'll give you what you want, as you just did for me, 
Tonight I am going to sink my cock into your tight little heaven so you 
can feel my hungry balls slapping up against your beautiful tight ass. I 
am going to sex you up, my beauty, so damn well and steady that you are 
going to scream out my name as I bring you to your ultimate climax.” 

Oh, my, my degree of notches was ... well, I believe they were all 
notched up. I was beyond ready for his skills. I wanted him to do as 
he said so I meowed, whimpered and shamelessly spread my legs wider 
apart anticipating his entry. “Please, Nolan.” 

And that’s all it took. He was wildly passionate and hot as he spread 
out on top of me before I could even blink. His wet mouth was over 
mine and his taste joining with mine was delicious as our tongues dueled 
and fought for synergized control. 

With over-the-top heated passion he whispered in my ear, “7a tw’ 
mo domhan.” 

Damn it, he was killing me, “What are you saying to me?” 

“Mo bhean a’lainn ni d oigh liom go bhfuil an am seo is mian leat a 
fhail amach. My lovely wife, I don’t think this time you want to know!” 

“Nolan, please, what are you saying? I think it’s incredibly sexy 
listening to your purring language, but there are times I want you to tell 
me what youre saying.” 

He pulled back just enough to look into my eyes as he said hesitantly, 
“It means ... you are my world, Emmalyn.” 
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Suspiciously, he watched my reaction to his words. I looked back at 
him and as thoughts and answers ran around in my head, I finally came 
up with my own answer because without a doubt I knew I felt the same 
way. I timidly, but deliberately, said, “Za tu’ mo domhan.” 

I probably did not say it right, but no sooner had I gotten the words 
out of my mouth than he was gliding into my body with one graceful 
move. He buried his jewel into my core consuming me with his power. 
He was so large and yet somehow he fit inside me. It reminded me of a 
leather glove being stretched over a soft female hand. He slid all of his 
magnificent manliness into my body. He indeed did, as he said earlier, 
“penetrate me all the way up to his balls,” I could actually feel his tight 
balls nesting at the entrance of my ass. It was a new experience for me 
and that unfamiliar involvement had notched my degree up to boiling. 
He was warm, I was slippery, and I started tingling as his movement 
penetrated through me. The size of him was pushing me beyond my 
boundaries, so I tilted my ass up and let my legs open a little more. Oh, 
I don’t know how many times a man or woman can think or say “Oh, 
my God” in one sexual encounter, but I was pretty sure I had exhausted 
mine. We moved together as one. His strokes were sure and long ... 
infallible. He was kissing me as he moved in and out of my entrance. 

He leaned up a little, looked me in the eyes, and whispered, “Are you 
okay, beautiful?” 

Okay was not the word I was thinking. For me, this was mind- 
boggling. It was hard for me as | tried to think of a single word that 
would express what he was doing to me. I wanted our bodies never to 
leave each other’s embrace. 

I managed to say, “Ecstasy,” as I looked him in the eyes. 

He slowed his confident rhythm, pulled himself up a smidge and 
looked down at me with his killer smile. He was so damn sexy. Though I 
know he did not hold anything back sexually, there was something that 
stood between us. I just refused at this time to think about anything 
standing between us. I wanted this to go on forever. 

I definitely wanted to have my turn on top, so I made my move to 
get him in position so that I could accomplish my goal. I put my arms 
around his neck, pulled him back on top of me and swung with all my 
might to move my weight around him. That eventually knocked his arm 
out from underneath him so that he had to fall over to his side with me 
in his strong arms. In total unison we reeled over as he curved my body 
into his, so tight that I could now straddle this beast of a man and he was 
smiling at me and said, “You really are a Minx.” 


Your Sout Was MApE For MINE 153 


- 


I smiled back and moved into position knowing that he was large 
and that in this position it would be deeper penetration for me, and my 
audacity faltered for a split second. But my courage returned as I looked 
into his face. He was beyond desire, I wanted to conquer and claim him, 
and that’s exactly what I did. The tip of his penis was already rubbing at 
the entrance of my glossy puss. I braced my hands safely on his big, wide, 
defined chest for more balance and then I let myself regain the power of 
our connection. 

With his hands on my hips, he gently guided his jewel into my abyss. 

Inch by inch, he buried his length in me and I cried out at the burn of 
the friction. It was bittersweet as it consumed my thoughts. He stopped 
and waited for me to get my equilibrium back. I splayed my hands out 
over his wide chest and brushed featherlike strokes over his nipples. 
I leaned over him and brushed my breasts back and forth across his 
stomach and then I blew warm air from my lips over his already peaked 
nipples. I felt his jewel lengthen as it hit a home run resting in my tight 
walls with all its glory. I hovered over him unmoving to catch my breath 
so that I could start a slow and steady pace with intimacy and accuracy. 
I eased up and then slightly leaned my head back and let my long dark 
hair tickle my butt and his balls. 

I fondled my breasts and moaned as my climax was bubbling up from 
deep inside my core. I could feel his pre-cum stimulating my sweet spot, 
devouring me deep within my cavern, and I knew he was getting close 
and so was I. I concentrated on my own orgasm as his trained fingers 
rubbed, stretched and pulled at my nub bringing complete awareness to 
my sensitive spot. In three or maybe thirty-three more strokes, he said, 
“Cum for me, Emmalyn.” 

With everything inside of me, all the friction and stimulation and his 
deep sexy voice and me feeling it all, my climax shot through me and 
over the edge I went as I shouted, “Nolan,” surrendering everything to 
him. We both let the earth explode underneath us as we came together as 
one. I could feel the warmth of his seed spreading throughout my lower 
body and it was exquisite. He slowly pulled me down to cradle me on top 
of his slippery, hairless chest. So sweetly, he took the time to rearrange 
my hair so that my long hair was sweeping out over my left shoulder 
instead of locked between us. 

I lay in his arms in perfect contentment with this new life and 
complete harmony flowing throughout my body. I was thinking how 
life had changed so dramatically and so quickly, how this man had 
dragged me screaming and kicking out of my dark place. I didn’t think 
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another man could have awakened me so absolutely into falling deeply 
in love again and to submitting my whole being to another human soul 
so fully. There was no more denying it. This incredible man enraptured 
me wholeheartedly. To think it all started from a letter and divine 


intervention. It was still unbelievable. 
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Nolan 


God, she was incredible. This orgasm wracked through my body like a 
tornado hurtling through a small town destroying everything in its wake, 
including my mind. She had me so wound up inside, my feelings were 
yanked like a fishing reel that had an eight-hundred-pound blue marlin 
attached to the other end. The thread between us was so taut with friction 
that it could snap at any minute. There were so many things I needed to 
tell her. I was terrified to talk about the offensive truths about myself that 
could make her walk away from me with disgust at my chilling stories. I 
prayed that would not be the truth of it, and I prayed somewhere inside of 
Emmalyn she would find forgiveness for my cowardly acts. 

I lay with her sprawled on top of me amazed at our chemistry. She 
was breathing evenly and I knew she had fallen asleep. I scooted her over 
and rolled in behind her to spoon her beautiful bottom and she never 
made a sound as we slept. 

I awoke sometime later with a kink in my neck and shivering with 
cold. I looked around and noticed my angel had stolen my pillows and 
the blanket. I needed to go the bathroom, so I eased out of bed and she 
never stirred. When I came back to bed, I watched Emmalyn as she 
slept. Her face was passive, but what was interesting was that she had 
every pillow from my bed shoved around her. More correctly, they were 
cocooning her body. I wondered if it was her insecurities about being 
without Thomas for the last year. It was like her security blanket. I saw 
a glimmer of her bare shoulder exposed to the chilly air and I kissed it. I 
climbed in behind her and took one of my pillows back, then eased the 
blanket over both of us and fell back into slumber. 

I woke again sometime later with the same kink in my neck and 
freezing my balls off. What the hell? I peered over at my sleeping beauty 
to realize that once again she had stolen my necessities for a good night's 
rest. I looked over at the alarm clock, thought of an awesome idea, so I 
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climbed out of bed, and went to make a phone call. I was sitting in my 
overstuffed chair watching her as she slept. The light from the bathroom 
was reflecting on her delicate face. She opened her eyes as I sat there 
observing her features. I said, “You, Emmalyn, are a thief.” 

She took the covers and threw them over her head as she mumbled, 
“It’s still dark outside; come back to bed.” 

I crawled onto the bed pulled the covers back and exposed her naked 
skin to the cold elements of the air around us. She stretched her lean 
body out for my taking and I kissed her. She said, “No fair, you brushed 
your teeth.” 

I just kissed her more passionately. “I want to take you somewhere. 
Wake up! We have to hurry so we don’t miss it.” She was wriggling 
underneath me so I wriggled back and said, “I promise you, my little 
Minx, that it will be worth the experience.” 

I released my lips from hers and went to get up. In all playfulness she 
slapped my ass, but my body froze and something grabbed hold of my 
insides and my mind locked up. 

“Nolan.” 

I put my hands up and said, “Why did you do that?” 

I knew for her, in that instant, it was for fun, but in spite of that, 
I could not release the nightmare that immobilized me. After what 
had happened to me as a child, no one had touched me like that. I had 
trained extensively in martial arts and had personal trainers who taught 
me how to defend myself against another person ever having that kind 
of power over me again. 

She did not move. “Nolan, whatever just happened, I’m sorry. I was 
just playing around.” 

I leaned back and hell, rationally, I knew it was my beautiful 
Emmalyn, not him, and said, “It’s not you. It’s me.” 

“Trish, please talk to me. What’s wrong?” 

Thoughts and images were skimming through my mind and I reached 
down to touch her distressed face. I could see the torment in her emerald 
eyes. She turned her face slightly from me, and indignity coursed through 
my body as I rose from the bed and backed away from her. I put my hands 
on each side of my skull and squeezed hard trying to push the repugnant 
memories of my past away, but the pressure in my head was unbearable. 

I could hear Calista’s melodious voice whispering in my head telling 
me to tell Emmalyn the whole truth, and, damn it, I was trying intensely 
to get my convictions under control so that I could. Emmalyn slowly 
pulled the covers over her body. As I watched her it broke my heart. 
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Emmatlyn 


I looked at Nolan in quiet disbelief. The man I had come to trust 
and love was falling apart in front of me. I was feeling bare, exposed 
and confused. What the hell just happened? What was wrong with 
him? We had given ourselves to each other with unhindered passion. 
Then I slapped his ass and he went irrational on me. Okay, maybe not 
irrational ... more like offended or shocked. But why? 

He spoke so softly, I could barely hear him. “Emmalyn, I have buried 
things in my past. Things from my childhood that I thought would 
forever stay buried, yet I see by one unexpected smack to my ass that 
those demons echo throughout me as if it all took place yesterday.” 

I gradually stood up, not caring about my nakedness anymore, to go 
stand in front of him. I looked up into his sad, distant eyes and said, “What 
happened to you, Nolan? You know whatever it is, I’m here for you.” 

“God! Emmalyn, can’t you see that I do not deserve you?” 

“Why would you think that after what we just shared? I don’t see 
that at all. What I see is a man who has suffered terrible pain and it’s 
surfacing from something buried in your past. I think now is the time 
for you to believe in yourself—hell, in us—and release the pain and free 
yourself so we can move on.” 

He pulled me in to him and I went willingly. He said, “Will you go 
with me to watch the sun come up?” 

He took my hand in his and kissed my knuckles. Holding my hand, 
he turned and led me into the massive closet that already had riding 
clothes laid out for each of us. I’m not sure when that happened—maybe 
while I was still sleeping—but we got dressed in silence and walked 
down the long staircase. He led me through a back door that led us to 
the garage. The lights came on as we walked in. I was speechless when 
I spotted the car that we were walking towards. There were several cars 
inside his gigantic garage, but this car spoke for itself. 
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His sports car was pearly white like my car, with a shadowing blue 
stripe down the middle. Wow! It reeked of sexy lines and power. He 
opened my door; I slid in and breathed in the smell of new car that still 
lingered inside. He slid in beside me and started the engine. The garage 
door eased up and he slowly backed this extravagant beauty out into the 
pre-dawn blackness. The darkness gave me the eerie sensation that I had 
no clue where we were going. He reached over and took my hand in his. 
I could tell the strain of what he needed to say to me was weighing hard 
on him. 

He sighed. “What I tell you, Emmalyn, I have never said to another 
person. It will be the hardest yet the greatest achievement that I will ever 
fulfill. I know you, more than anyone, need to know the truth about me. 
Then you can make your choice.” 

I didn’t know what to say to him, so I squeezed his hand. I knew that 
no matter what he said to me I would forgive him. Why did he think 
otherwise? I thought I would let him reflect on whatever it was that had 
him so tangled with emotions I didn’t understand. I mean, hell, from 
everything happening since the scene at the gravesite to now, that was 
enough proof to me that we were meant to be together. So I just leaned 
back in the plush seat and enjoyed the sleek beauty of the car and the joy 
of being in Ireland and I let it take me away. 

We pulled up to a place along the coast somewhere near Westport. 
At least that’s what the sign read that we passed a few minutes before. I 
started to get out of the car when Nolan asked me to wait. He got out of 
the car and came around to open my door. I struggled to climb out of 
his car because it sat so low to the ground that he actually had to pull me 
up to stand up beside him. 

“I wanted this to be incredibly romantic for you,” he said. “Sorry. I do 
have a small surprise for you.” 

I heard him before I saw what the surprise was. A loud snort came 
from in front of us and Nolan walked me towards Plaince’ad le Spotai. 
I could just make out the large outline of his beloved horse as Nolan 
reached our hands out together to greet his best friend. He whinnied a 
little more and his hot breath steamed out his velvety nose. I scratched 
my hand up a little farther up his head as he nuzzled his whiskered nose 
into my palm. 

Nolan looked down at me and said, “Ready?” 

Well, not really. But I guessed I was as ready as I'd ever be. BYeps. 

He helped me put my foot in the stirrup. His horse was so tall that he 
pushed me up and I slid my leg up and over the soft leather saddle. Once 
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up there, I could not reach the stirrups, but he hoisted himself up behind 
me with ease, and after a few words to his beloved steed, we headed west 
towards the sound of the ocean. He pulled me back into his strong chest 
and I knew he was fighting with whatever it was in his head that kept 
him from totally being free. I could feel the breeze blowing a tiny mist 
across my bare arms. I shivered and he tightened his hold on me. Silently 
I was praying. 
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Nolan 


I knew this day would come, but I truly prayed it would not be 
like this. 

My stomach was in knots as I knew what I must say to her and it 
absolutely sickened me. She inclined her back into me so trusting and 
tenderly that it almost broke my heart to have to tell her my fucked-up 
story. | leaned down and nuzzled her ear. 

God, please do not let her walk away from me. I cannot survive 
without her now. Hell, I would get down on my knees and beg her to 
stay with me if I thought it would work. I was taking my sweet time, 
absorbing her lush body pressed deeply against mine, and entirely 
conscious that this might be the last time I would get to hold her. 

Ultimately, I broke the silence. “Emmalyn, we watched the sunset on 
your coast and I wanted you to see the sunrise over here on my coast.” 

I took a deep breath in and slowly exhaled as I began the story that 
would forever change my life. 

“My athair had me riding horses at the age of two. I have always had 
a love for these creatures.” I took my hand and moved it through my 
horse’s mane. “As I got older, he and I would ride for hours as he showed 
me the way of things. Sometimes we would bring our hounds. My father 
loved training me to ride in the rough terrain of Ireland and I learned 
with ease. He and my uncle were not close, but my uncle started coming 
around when I was about eight years old. We all used to ride together. 

“I was ten when my uncle Mack came for a visit to our house. He 
lived about thirty miles from our farm. He was a drunk and yet he had 
always been decent to me, at least up until this day. I could always tell 
when he had been drinking. He would walk sloppily and talk with a slur 
out of the right side of his mouth. His hands would shake and he’d repeat 
himself many times. My athair told me that he was affected chemically 
by the liquor. I did not know what that truly meant until years later. 
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“Anyway, I was in the barn one afternoon brushing down my pony 
and he came in staggering and said, ‘Saddle up those horses, boy. We're 
going for a ride.’ Hell, I was a kid. I did not care that he was drinking 
or that it was late afternoon. If I could ride again, I would. So I saddled 
up two horses and off we went. My uncle had been a crude drunk and 
I had seen his anger lash out many times before, but never on me, just 
with our horses and sometimes with the hounds. At the time my family 
lived up north near Belfast where my mother’s family had generations of 
Hurleys dating back to the 12th century. We rode in quietness for fifteen 
or twenty minutes. Then my uncle stopped his horse abruptly. We had 
been talking about foxes and I thought he had spotted one so I scanned 
the area for any signs of prey but I didn’t see anything. 

“He surprised me as he slid down off his horse. I thought he was going 
to show me something like my father did on so many other occasions. I 
slowly dismounted, but as I looked around, I knew there was no fox. I 
shyly poked my head around to see him. He was on the other side of his 
horse and I asked him what he had seen. He looked down at me with, 
all I can say, was the look of Satan. I was damn frightened of him at that 
moment so I dodged in between the horses and tried to escape. I tried 
to run, but he was too damn fast. He grabbed me by the neck and what 
transpired next happened so damn fast that I never saw it coming. 

“Oh, Emmalyn, you have to know that I fought him. Oh, God, help 
me! I tried to get away from him, but he was too strong, a hell of a lot 
stronger than I. God! Please help me! I do not know if I can tell you 
the rest.” 

I knew by the way that she was reacting with her shoulders tense and 
square that she was going to leave me, and the thought ripped through 
me and hurt worse than anything that bastard had ever done to me. 

“Irish, I truly do not need to hear any more,” she said. Her face 
showed so much anger for a man she had never met, that I believed 
if my uncle had been here in this moment, she could have killed him 
herself without a second thought. She shook her head back and forth as 
though trying to clear the horrible images inside her mind. Somehow, 
she managed to turn completely about, so that she was facing my chest. 
I saw tears dripping down her cheeks. She arranged herself to straddle 
me, wrapping her arms and body around me. Her compassion ended 
up being my final thread, the thread that had held me together for over 
thirty years. It broke and I cried violently in her arms. 

I said over and over, “I am sorry.” She finally put her lips to mine to 
stop me from saying it again. 
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“Damnit, Nolan, this was not your fault. Your uncle is a horrible man.” 

I pulled back at last, calm enough to say, “There is more, Emmalyn.” 

She pulled back more, so that she could look me in the eyes. “You 
don’t have to tell me any more.” 

I shook my head sadly. “I have to tell you everything, Emmalyn. It’s 
the only way I can heal.” 

I went on, “The first time it happened, the rape—I cannot believe ’'m 
saying this. This is the first time I’ve ever allowed myself to say that word 
out loud.” I shook my head. “At the time, I didn’t know what he had 
done to me. All I knew was that it hurt like hell. It was dirty. Let’s just 
leave it at that. And since I had struggled and fought against him he beat 
me senseless for it. When he finished, I lay on the ground ruined with 
paralyzed fear, disgust and consuming guilt. He said things to me that I 
had never before heard, despicable, loathsome, abominable phrases that 
caused me shame like you couldn’t imagine. When he finally picked me 
up off the ground, he did so with such tenderness that it confused me. 
He pulled out a soft cotton cloth and wiped the blood from my lip. I was 
dazed. He cleaned the blood off me enough to take me back to the barn. 

“My mind was so tormented that when we faced my athair to explain 
why I looked so distressed, I wanted to scream out the truth, but my 
uncle spoke first. In a barefaced lie, he told my athair that I had talked 
back to him and disrespected him and so he had whipped me with his 
belt to teach me a lesson. My father saw that his brother was drunk. The 
smell of alcohol reeked from him and it angered my father as I had never 
witnessed before. I stood in stillness and shock as he walked up to Mack 
and hit him once so damn hard that he crumbled to the ground in front 
of me. I had never seen my father show such violence towards another 
person before. I was terrified of what he might do to me. 

“T will never forget the look on his face as he turned to me to ask me 
what had happened. God knows, I wanted to tell him the truth. I should 
have told him right then, but for the life of me I was mortified to tell 
him the horrible truth. I had already gotten the shit beat out of me and 
my body was sore from the attack. I was filled with mortification because 
I had let all that happen to me. Unfortunately, that would be the first 
of many lies that I would tell my athair to cover up the abuse, so I said 
he just came at me drunk, went crazy and threw me around. My father 
gave me a furious look and said for me to go inside the house and get 
cleaned up. 

“I turned and ran all the way from the barn to the house to get away 
from both of them. When I ran upstairs and into my bathroom, I took 
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my clothes off as fast as I could and went into the shower. I threw up all 
over the shower floor. I scrubbed myself until other parts of me bled from 
my anger. I would feel dirty for many more years to come. My torment 
was not over. After all that, I went downstairs and my father and uncle 
were sitting on the stools in the kitchen waiting for me. My uncle had a 
wet cloth held up to his right eye. Just looking at him made me ill, but 
my father made my uncle apologize to me and told Mack that if he ever 
laid a hand on me again he would not just punch him, he would destroy 
him. At the time, my uncle stood up to embrace me, but I backed up 
when he said, “You are normally such a good boy. 

“I shook violently as I backed up even farther from him; I knew 
by the way he looked at me that his torture was far from being over. 
Unfortunately for me, I was right.” 

“Oh Nolan, I’m so sorry.” Emmalyn said. 

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a few seconds, before I 
continued. “That was just the beginning and what my father said didn’t 
stop my uncle from his sick cruelty towards me. He was practiced, I’m 
sure of it now, and because of it he was smart enough to just hide the 
marks of abuse and the bruising by putting them in places that were 
hidden by my clothes. For weeks I tried hiding from him, but learned 
quickly that when I did my punishment was so much more brutal that 
I reckoned if I gave in to his cruelty he went much easier on me. How 
sick is that? 

“This went on for almost a year and I hated every day of my existence. 
I was a scrawny kid and was already five-feet-five by the age of ten. My 
hair hung down past my shoulders in black ringlets. I used to love my 
hair, but I hated it now because of him. He used it against me and would 
tell me how pretty I was with my black ringlets. I hated it so much that 
a few weeks after the rape started, I shaved my head to the scalp with 
sheep shears. He liked it rough and that bastard would pull my hair out 
by the roots. I had no control over anything he did to me, but my hair 
was something I could change. At least that’s what I believed. I learned 
I never had control. 

“My poor ma‘ their, who had no idea of what was happening to me, 
was so upset with me that she cried, ‘My God! You cut off all your 
beautiful hair.” I broke her heart that day. How could I tell her that I 
did not want to be beautiful, that hearing those words made me want to 
vomit? Mack would tell me how pretty I was and words like pretty and 
beautiful were like knives being driven into my skull. I could not stand 
my face, hair or body and I did not want him to make statements about 
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me. It served me kindly because my uncle did not touch me for several 
weeks, as I repulsed him, and it did my soul good to know that ina small 
way I had bested him. But I always paid a price for my noncompliance. 
Looking back now, I never truly won anything. 

“My hair had long grown out by the time my father found Mack with 
me in our barn. Fortunately, my uncle became careless and one afternoon 
he was drunker than usual, and unthinkingly he raped me in our barn, 
which was too close to our house. It was late afternoon and my father 
by chance came into the back of the barn. He said something, more like 
roared something out, and as I turned to see him, he stopped dead in his 
tracks when he saw us. I had long stopped crying with my uncle's abuse, 
yet seeing my father’s disgust of seeing me like this brought tears flowing 
down my face. In my defense, he marched over and grabbed Mack, the 
worthless bugger, off me and beat him until he was nothing but blood. 

“My father screamed at me, ‘Go get cleaned up and do not let your 
mother see you like that. I ran out crying and did as he said. Hell, 
thinking back now, I was only eleven years old and scared shitless of 
what he might do, and to be honest I don’t know what happened to 
Mack after my athair beat him unconscious. 

“T just know he wasn’t anywhere around when I came down for 
dinner. I remember us three sitting around the table making small talk. 
My mother’s sickness started around that same time and my athair 
desperately wanted to keep her away from the whole scene. He came to 
my room later that night and told me that Mack wouldn't be coming 
near the farm ever again. That made me happy, but I was so damaged 
by that time that I didn’t know what happiness really was. He asked me 
to tell him the truth and to a certain degree, I did. I just left out all the 
gore, the very worst of my nightmare. He stopped at my door that night 
and paused before he left. There was aversion in his eyes. I never really 
knew if it was for me or for my uncle, but whatever he was going to say, 
he must have thought better of it because he walked out and we didn’t 
talk about it ever again. 

“He saw early on that I was deteriorating physically and mentally and 
hired a personal trainer to teach me how to defend myself. My ma’ their, 
who knew nothing, would kiss me, squeeze my cheeks and tell me I had 
the face of an angel. Hell, that’s not what I saw when I looked in the 
mirror. I saw a worthless, demoralized kid. My father saw it too, but he 
had no idea what to do to help me. 

“My uncle, unknown to me, over the next six years tried to weasel his 
way back into our family, but my father wanted no part of him, until one 
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late fall day I came home and he was at the farm. I was repulsed when 
I looked at him. I towered over him by this time, and seeing him sent a 
cold chill down my spine. I stood and listened to his lies as he told my 
father that he had been sober for over a year. I was amazed he had the 
balls to come to our farm, and I’m not sure to this day what my father 
had in mind when he asked our groom to saddle up three horses so we 
could take a ride. 

"We rode what seemed like forever in silence before my father finally 
asked my uncle the one question that had haunted me for years. 'Why, 
Mack? Why did you ruin my son? How could you do such a thing to 
your nephew?’ 

“Mack looked from me to my father and said with faked candor, 
‘Damn, Dermod, he wanted me to do it. You think I'd do that without 
him wanting me to?’ 

“The chronicle of the next part of this tale is hard to explain, 
Emmalyn, but at that moment something in me shattered at his lying 
words. By sheer instinct I took my hand and slapped the rump of Mack’s 
horse. And, hell, if I’m going to tell you the whole truth, I was hoping 
and praying that it would startle his damn horse, but what I didn’t know 
was what would happen next. The horse leaped up and displayed its 
shock and anger, and my uncle never saw it coming. It was like a rodeo 
show and I watched with internal glee as his horse bucked, kicked and 
eventually threw Mack off his back. He crashed to the ground and lay in 
a heap, motionless. I heard bones snap. 

“My father jumped off his horse and ran over to Mack. I never stirred 
a muscle. I observed his stillness and stayed glued to my saddle. 

“He rolled Mack over, and I could tell by the way his neck tilted to 
the side that he had broken his neck and that he was dead. I am ashamed 
and sorry to say that I did not care. I had prayed on many occasions that 
he would die and after his final false claim to my father, I hated him 
more. I looked down into my father’s pale blue eyes. I had no words; 
it was as if I looked into his soul, but without any emotions. I silently 
turned my horse and headed in the opposite direction.” 

Emmalyn sat looking at me in stunned silence as quiet tears rolled 
down her cheeks. 


Emmatlyn 


When he finished his story he said, “Turn around, a’/ainn. I do not 
want you to miss what I brought you out here for.” 

I watched his handsome face that was now haunted. After a moment, 
I turned slightly away, to see the sun rising over the mountains glistening 
out over the ocean, it was indeed a magnificent sight and I was awed by 
its grandeur. 

After a few minutes of silence, I turned back around and looked Nolan 
in the eyes. “It’s so beautiful! But, Nolan, you have blamed yourself this 
whole time. And it was never your fault. I feel the same way you do about 
what happened to your uncle.” 

He pulled me into his strong embrace, saying, “I have never believed 
that, mo maite, my soul mate, until just now.” 

I reached up and pulled his face down so his lips touched mine and I 
finally spoke what was in my heart. 

“T have fallen in love with you, Nolan Hurley O'Neill, wholly, and 
the maltreatment that happened to you in the past cannot stop that from 
being true.” 

He sat still, looking back at me, and said, “I’m truly a blessed man 
because of it, Emmalyn.” 

He helped me down from Plaince'‘ad le Spotai. We walked hand in 
hand, as the ocean breeze blew its chilly morning mist all around us. It 
was breathtaking to hear the sound of the waves crashing against the 
shore. I was in deep thought, wondering if his father had never thought 
to make right a wronged situation with his son. Did he know that his 
son blamed himself for all those years? Did Nolan’s father believe his 
son or had he believed his rotten, good-for-nothing brother? Had his 
poor mother ever found out that her precious baby boy was inhumanly 
abused? Nolan squeezed my hand and it brought me back to the present. 

“You're a million miles away from me, Emmalyn.” 
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“I was just thinking about everything you told me. I can’t even began 
to tell you how sorry I am that you not only were exposed to that kind 
of violence, but that you lived through your entire life with unjustified 
guilt. You are a survivor. Can I ask you something?” 

“You can ask me anything you want. After what I just confessed to 
you, youre not running away from me. There is nothing else in my past 
life more horrific.” 

I had a couple of questions, actually. He smiled down at me and I 
thought my knees would buckle. How can a man bare his soul to you 
and then ten minutes later smile at you with such desire? Forget it, I 
wanted to tell him. Let’s speed home and get naked and crawl back in 
bed. But I continued with my inquiry. 

“Did your mother ever find out?” 

We walked a few more steps and he said, “I never told her and I don’t 
think my father ever told her, but I would assume that her mother’s 
intuition got the better of her. She suffered terribly before she died. She 
had Huntington’s Disease and she would come in and out of rational 
communication. She had round-the-clock caregivers at home. Right 
before she passed away, she was in my father’s bed and I was sitting on 
the bed next to her reading to her. She came out of her trance and she put 
her hand over mine squeezing it slightly. With a gleam in her eye, one I 
hadn’t seen in a long time she said, ‘I would have killed him myself if it 
had not been for his horse’s accident.’ Before I could say anything, she 
went back to her confusion and I sat there wondering. 

“Hell, I still think about it, but a place deep inside of me is glad to 
know that she knew and that she was on my side. What doesn’t help me 
is that I believe if I had been bigger, stronger, not so damn weak, that it 
would have never had happened at all.” 

“Nolan, you were a child. Are you saying that your father never told 
you that it wasn’t your fault?” 

“My father is a good man, but, no, he never spoke another word 
to me about what happened. What he did in his own way to help me, 
so that I was not one hundred percent destroyed, was when I turned 
eighteen he sent me to France to help restore my manliness and I stayed 
with Madame Margarita. She taught me how to appreciate real desire 
and to receive sexual favors from a woman and how to be an erotic, 
tender lover.” 

I saw such repentance in his eyes that I literally inched when he said, 
“Yes, I know, another nasty sin to add to my long list; one I am not likely 
to brag about.” 
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I wanted to lighten the mood a little. I stopped, finally realizing 
what he’d said, and I knew that in part, that was why he was such an 
experienced lover. 

“Oh, I don’t know about that, Nolan. I think I might need to meet 
this amazing woman and possibly shake her hand to thank her for 
teaching you all your amazing talents.” 

He put his hand under my chin and lifted it enough so I had to look 
into his eyes. “You are truly a minx. My Minx, but a minx for sure, and 
that meeting can be arranged. Though I haven’t seen or heard from her 
in years.” 

A young man came up from where we first started the ride and took 
Nolan’s horse. Nolan introduced him to me as Fitz, the young man who 
had brought Blanket out here for us to ride and watch the sunrise. He'd 
been here a long time waiting patiently for us. We got back in the car and 
Nolan looked over at me with a gorgeous smile and said, “Would you 
like to go and do some sightseeing?” 

After telling me his painful story, he asked if] wanted to go sightseeing. 
Who does that? My man, that’s who, but I had to admit I was excited. 
We went back to the castle and Aine packed a day bag with goodies in 
it. He opened the door to his sleek Bugatti for me to get in. Nolan drove 
this baby like an Indy driver and it felt unrestricted yet daunting, mixed 
together in a prescription that I was still unused to feeling. I read the 
signs as we came up to the roundabout that put us on NS5 heading west. 
My heart filled with anticipation as I watched his expertise as he drove 
the very different roads of Ireland. 

He squeezed my hand. “Are you excited?” 

I beamed back at him, sure that he already knew I was. As we went 
through another roundabout in Westport getting on R335, he said, “We 
are going to start with the majestic Connemara Loop.” 

I didn’t care where he took me so long as I was with him. We took 
another turn that put us on N59. The sign said to Letterfrack. “Where 
are you taking me first?” I asked. 

He winked at me. “Kylemore Abbey.” 

I had no clue what it was..We came around another curve and my 
breath caught in my chest at the sight of the imposing structure with a 
grand mountain as its backdrop. 

“OMG! It is mesmerizing.” 

It did not look like any abbey I had ever seen. It was so grandiose that 
I gazed at it with wonder. We got out of the car and I snapped a picture 
of Nolan. The look on his face was priceless, so carefree and happy. Then 
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we walked to the bridge and both of us shook our heads; this wasn’t 
our bridge. We stopped there and I took more pictures of the castle-like 
structure. After Nolan paid the girl at the counter, we strolled through 
the gates and we walked the long path that led us to the abbey, with 
Lake Pollacappul to the right of us. I thought of the millions of people 
who had walked this route before us. We went inside and I drifted back 
in time. I felt the walls telling their story. I went over and read the story 
of the original owners of the abbey, their intriguing beginning and their 
terrible end. 

The “house,” as they called it, was bold and spectacular as we walked 
through the large open living area of the abbey. It had a haunted feeling 
that gave me goosebumps. Construction on the building started in 1867; 
to see it still standing in perfect condition today was incredible. 

Nolan watched my enthusiasm and I beamed back at him when 
we went out the doors. Children ran in the grass along the path to the 
Gothic church. Mitchell Henry, the abbey’s original owner, had built 
the church in memory of his wife, who I learned had died of dysentery 
after a trip to Egypt at the young age of forty-five. To think of her only 
being five years older than me made me sad. The church was bigger than 
most people’s houses though they called it a miniature cathedral. The 
love Mitchell Henry had for his wife showed in the veneration of the 
mausoleum. 

We took the shuttle up to the Victorian walled garden, filled with 
many different flowers, roses, herbs and even different trees, some of 
which I recognized and others that I did not. We stopped in the Tea 
House and sipped spice tea and had home-cooked foods, something the 
Benedictine nuns have perfected. It was a splendid treat. As we walked 
hand in hand, I felt Nolan and I had already spent years together. 

Soon we were back in the car traveling R341 to Clifden. He said I 
would fall in love with the enchanted town. And he was right, I did. We 
drove along Ski Road, where the lower road takes you along the Atlantic 
Ocean, or the upper road, which was what Nolan picked. One minute I 
could reach out and touch the grass that grows high on each side of the 
road. Then in the next instant, I could see miles and miles of islands with 
green fields. The old-world feeling crept into the car with us as we drove 
along the scenic drive. 

Nolan explained things as we passed them. I was getting a history 
lesson and it made me smile, thinking back to our letter writing days. 
He was being true to his word. We reached the highest point, and the 
landscape changed dramatically around us. It seemed to welcome us 
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warmly as we curved around each bend of the road. I saw vivid shades of 
emerald greens against buttery fields of yellow mustard grasslands, where 
specks of colors, purple, orange and red, sparkled here and there. The 
bronzed mountains encapsulated us with their vibrant splendor. 

It was as Nolan had said, “Ireland has magic.” It seeps into your body 
without you ever realizing it was there. But you feel it anyway. Nolan 
let me be a tourist when we stopped at the old historic town, which had 
so many splendid things to explore. We went into a shop that spun its 
own wool. 

He insisted that I buy an Irish hat, but I couldn’t pick just one. I 
picked several out trying to decide. One was a patchwork in deep reds, 
charcoal blacks and light browns. I grabbed the second one, solid black, 
and the third one, a buttery-cream color. I loved them all, but I put the 
black one on my head to wear with the leopard print blouse and black 
denim shorts I had chosen this morning. 

He laughed as I tried them all on. “You are stunning in all of them.” 
To the clerk he said, “We'll take all three.” 

We returned to the car and took a road that somehow had us on N59 
traveling back east. I was so lost and turned around. The scenes changed 
continuously over the miles we crossed and I loved it all. We came to a 
crossroad and there was a bridge ahead of us. We looked at each other 
and he snatched my hand into his, brought it up to his lips to brush a kiss 
across my knuckles, and said, “I’ve got you.” 

I said, “I came willingly.” 

He laughed in his rich baritone voice. “Yes, you did if you call kicking 
and screaming the whole way ‘willing.” 

“Was I really that bad?” 

He had now come to a complete stop and, turning to me, he said, “No, 
and nothing you could ever do would ever stop me from claiming you.” 

He leaned across the creamy soft leather and kissed me passionately. 
There was not another car in sight and I loved that about Ireland’s 
countryside. The peace was surreal. 

When we finally stopped, it was a tiny town and when I say small, it 
consisted of a pub, a quick-stop gas station and that was all. He pulled 
his sports car into a space and touched my cheek with the back of his 
hand. “Come on, my Minx. It’s time for a pint.” 

We ended up having three pints apiece. A pint in Ireland is twenty 
percent more than what they serve in America. Nolan drank dark ale, 
being a true Irishman. Being a lightweight, I drank blonde ale and talked 


with a few of the locals, listening to their religious and political views. 
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The legends they told were true enough to believe and by the time we 
left, I was feeling giddy. 

I was checking out my sexy man and he caught me. “Emmalyn, I 
think I need to scratch your itch.” 

What does a girl say to that? I adored this man. He looked as delicious 
as a banana split. My lips were already absorbing the flavors of chocolate 
syrup, whipped cream, strawberries, vanilla and chocolate ice cream. | 
prepared to devour all of him when we got into the cozy tight quarters 
of his Bugatti. 
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Nolan 


I watched her all day. She was addicting with her appeal for life. She 
was a fresh breeze that had blown into my life. Her excitement at all the 
places I took her was touching, but now I could see a new look in her 
expression. I felt my cock swelling with blood as I tucked her into the 
passenger seat. I climbed into the sports car and turned the engine over. 
It rumbled as I backed out of the pub. I looked over at her and said, “We 
need privacy, my little Minx.” 

“If you're thinking what I’m thinking, then yes, Irish, we do.” 

I drove down one of the back roads, one that I rarely used and 
came to a stop. She was already undoing her seatbelt as she climbed 
over the console. I don’t know how she did it. I am six-five and she was 
around five-seven, but she leaned over and gently unzipped my shorts 
and pulled my already throbbing cock out of its bondage. She squealed 
with anticipation. I eased my shorts down for better movement and she 
lapped at the head of my cock. She took deep swallows sending little 
tingles of pleasure-pain straight down to my balls, making my cock so 
damn hard I could cut diamonds with it. I worshipped her technique as 
she obsessed with my cock. My cock was her intimate bonbon, and she 
did not waste any time. Watching her suck and jerk on me intensified 
my imminent climax. 

My orgasm was approaching as I witnessed her lips slide over my 
head and down my shaft. I held her silky black hair back as I watched her 
sexy mouth and her delicate hand harmonizing in perfect rhythm with 
my cock. That in itself made me cum hard, quick and violently into her 
awaiting mouth. She truly was a minx and I cherished every second of 
her lapping at me as if she was ravenous, sucking every drop I had to give. 
I truly was a lucky man. Not all women wanted a part of this foreplay 
and I was going to reward her well. 
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Emmalyn 


I felt his body tighten and his orgasm hit him powerfully. His fingers 
were in my hair. His hands were kneading my scalp as he moaned, 
“Oh yes, my little Minx, that’s it, that feels so effing good. Don’t stop, 
Emmalyn, I’m going to cum for you.” 

I glorified in his pleasure and waited for my reward. His cum was 
warm and creamy as it jetted into my mouth. I slowed my motion so | 
could swallow all he had to give. I loved that I could give him the release 
that he so desperately wanted. The confines of the car made it hard to 
move with ease. He scooped my body up and brought my mouth up to 
his. He kissed me as he praised me as the Minx he claimed I was. I was 
still unsure what his thoughts were when he called me Minx. There were 
many different definitions and I needed to know which one I was. 

“You taste like me,” he said, “and I like tasting me on you.” 

His seat was already extended to the extreme, but somehow he 
maneuvered me sideways as he nipped at my breast with his teeth through 
my blouse. The car was still running and the air from the blower touched 
my bare skin as he lifted my shirt and buried his head underneath. 

I sprawled out with a stick jabbing me in the back. “Wait!” He slowly 
came out from under my shirt with a wicked smile. 

“T will find a way to ravish you in this car or outside the car, but I 
am taking you, my enticing little Minx, and I’m going to find every 
erogenous place on your body to give you ecstasy.” 

I was more than ready to have him do this. I guessed that he planned 
all this because he had a blanket underneath our bags and he grabbed 
it quickly and hopped out of the car. He opened my door, lifting me up 
and out, and cradled me in his arms as he carried me away from the car. 

“Nolan, you cannot be serious! We are not ‘doing it, out in the open 
like this.” 

He nuzzled his chin between my neck and shoulder, slightly biting 
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me as to keep me submissive. “Look around, my ailleacht, my beauty. 
There is nobody nearby, little Minx. And I am very serious.” 

He spun us around to emphasize his statement. I felt very insecure and 
did not know how to say I had never done this out in the open before. 

So instead, I asked the one question that I hadn’t asked him to get 
my mind off of the outdoors. “Why do you call me Minx?” He placed 
me on my feet and spread the blanket out over the grass and the little 
wildflowers that were blooming underneath our feet. 

“Do you not like being called a Minx?” 

“I guess that depends on how and what you're thinking when you 
call me that.” 

He stepped behind me and reached around my waist, tightening me 
into his long body. “Look all around us. What do you see?” 

“I see beauty beyond words.” 

“Come on; try a little harder.” 

I closed my eyes, breathing in the smell of the summer grass and 
the rich deep earth. I blinked and noticed several flowers, a few I knew 
and loved like the dark pink foxglove and the fragrant purple orchids, 
yellow flags, white ox-eye daisy and red valerian that bloomed along 
the rocks nearby, and I let them all drift through my senses. My inner 
senses opened as I viewed the landscape that surrounded us, noiseless 
and magnificent. “I see hills of summer hues rolling one into another, 
blending into pastel shadows that flow into dusky mountains. I see the 
darkest green shrubs that outline countless yellow fields, and multicolored 
wildflowers thriving between all the light green fields where there are 
stone walls. The walls that you told me were made from the rocks from 
the surrounding lands and stacked tightly together to make fences and 
boundaries.” 

He looked around and said, “What else do you see, Emmalyn?” 

I thought I had explained it quite nicely so in a frustrated breath I 
said, “Um, a lot of flowers.” 

He laughed and squeezed me tighter. “Do you know what I see?” 

I looked back into those sky-blue eyes, my frustration melting away. 
“What do you see?” 

He spun me around to face him. “I see all the beauty that you so 
elegantly describe.” His hand waved around the area as he continued, “I 
also know, since all this is mine, I can do whatever I want on my property.” 

He tugged me gently down to the blanket. We were both kneeling 
as we faced each other, and he put his hands on the sides of my face and 
kissed me tenderly. 
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“IT call you Minx because to me you're the most interesting, 
invigorating, mysterious, unexpected creature I have ever met. You 
intoxicate me and I'll give you anything you want. Anything within my 
power is right at your fingertips.” 

I looked deeply in his eyes. He needed to know that I didn’t need his 
money or his property. Hell, all I needed was him. All of him. 

He never took his eyes from mine as he laid me back and made sweet 
love to me. Even being out in the exposed open air, I had never felt more 
cherished than I did at that moment. The total matchless intimacy was 
so unexpected, I wanted to savor every second. 

“You can call me Minx,” I said. “I certainly like your definition much 
better than what I read in the dictionary.” 

His smile was electric. “You do know unquestionably that you are 
everything to me, right?” 

I blinked back tears of emotions that still lingered inside of me, but I 
had to ask him, “Why can you not tell me you love me?” 

His expression changed from joy to anguish with one single blink. I 
flinched that I had done that to him. 

“T’m sorry, Nolan. You don’t have to answer that question.” I snuggled 
into his warm chest and his words stilled me. 

“Loye ... hmm ... has been a bitter word on my tongue for so long, 
that until now, I seriously didn’t realize that I did not use it anymore.” 

I noticed that when he said the word love, it was as if it were a disease 
to him. He wanted to rid his body and mind of the filth. I could only 
imagine what horrors lived in his mind and what he heard from his uncle 
about “love,” that made him feel revulsion to the word. Oh, my God, 
it saddened me to think there was nothing I could ie or do to heal the 
little boy that was still inside him. 

Then he whispered in my ear, “If this word means that much to you, 
if it is what you need to hear me say, then I'll make you a promise. I will 
do my best to work on saying it to you. I want you to realize this though, 
what I feel for you is ‘more’ than that word. What I feel for you is never- 
ending.” 

“Oh, Irish, that is more than I will ever deserve. It is more than good 
enough for me.” 


%47 


Nolan 


Emmalyn’s birthday was sneaking up on me and | wanted her fortieth 
to be spectacular. I knew I needed to call Kate soon and get some of 
Emmalyn’s wishes in place. A trip perhaps to Paris, then off to Italy and 
then somewhere tropical. That’s what I was thinking and I wanted to do 
it without her knowledge. I wanted it to be a few weeks of enjoyment, 
something she would always remember. . 

Earlier in the day, I had called Aislinn, who had insisted on staying 
with my father when he came home from the hospital. I told her we 
would join them in the afternoon so they could meet Emmalyn. She 
was over the moon excited and said she would make us something 
special. I knew her specials. I was thinking about her shepherd’s pie 
with carrots, tiny green peas and mashed potatoes, with flaky crust 
over the top. Maybe she would surprise us with some of her strawberry- 
swirl drizzled cookies. Emmalyn would be in for a treat. Just thinking 
about it made me hungry. Unfortunately, I had no clue what was in 
store for me. 

We were almost home when Emmalyn looked over at me and said, 
“Irish, I’ve noticed that you never carry a cell phone, yet it’s your life’s 
business. Why is that?” 

My girl didn’t miss anything. “You, my beautiful Emmalyn, are very 
observant.” 

“Well, you had one in the States, but I haven’t seen it since we have 
been here.” 

I had not intended to say anything to her yet about an experimental 
chip that we were trying out. That is, until we at least got through with 
the initial testing stages. 

However, since she asked I told her about it. “I do have one; it’s right 
there in the console. Let’s see, where do I begin? Last year when that major 
deal went through, we were in hopes that one day our invention would 
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surpass the rest of the market ... the market as far as communication and 
smart phones are concerned.” 

I told her about our special team of scientists and engineers that had 
been working diligently for over three years on a prototype microchip 
called DSN. “Right now,” I leaned over, took out my cell phone and 
handed it to her, “it should be displaying different songs with different 
countries above the song. Do you see it?” 

She nodded and said, “Wow.” 

“DSN is the initials of my father, mother and me. The device 
attaches to the skin behind a person’s ear. The chip will modernize 
telecommunications not only in the States, but internationally too. It’s 
based on your own intellect and constantly reinvents itself on a daily basis. 
It uses your own knowledge and thoughts and combines all of that to give 
you multiple findings. Then it displays it all before your eyes so you see 
it on your own screen or a watch or T'V. The opportunities are endless. 

“Eventually, many years from now, I’d like it to be displayed internally 
with vision from the chip, maybe to be worn with a contact. I know 
we have a long way to go for that. DSN is already at beyond-genius 
capabilities. It has been pre-loaded with billions of different programs 
that form cross-links from America to Europe. Anything, say, from 
dictionary usage to phone and address information. If it ever takes off 
fully, we will make it for every language used.” 

I told her how it works. “Once you think up a question, the 
DSN automatically starts giving you numerous answers, including 
explanations and definitions. On the other hand, let’s say, it could 
dial the person or a company directly from your thoughts making 
it happen. It’s like this: It would read out hypothetical outcomes of 
distinct scenarios like the main character in the movie ‘Iron Man.’ He 
can see, hear and do things that no one else can. Our technology was 
strictly for personal and work-related data, and at this time, it was to 
associate people and answers together. Could you imagine that kind of 
input processing instantaneously?” 

She was looking at me with wide eyes, and I smiled at her. “Since you 
love music, I thought to add a reserve place into the mainframe of the 
microchip.” 

She just smiled back at me so I continued explaining. “It would give 
the option to display radio stations from around the world. People can 
download songs playing from any radio station or satellite of their choice, 
and as long as it comes off the radio station from anywhere in the world, 
it’s free. All of that data then gets stored from just hearing it on a station 
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and requesting that song. It starts making a collection of those songs, 
stored in the CPU to keep or delete as your mood changes. 

“Now, in saying all that, I can assure you it’s not as good as what you 
see in a James Bond movie. Right now, just Deacon and J are using the 
DSN. We are the guinea pigs for this trial run. There’s no other way to 
test this theory on anyone other than us, so I volunteered us for the job,” 
I said. 

“It’s a process of elimination for us to try to figure out how effective 
and efficient DSN really is. We're working on the bugs right now and 
that’s one of the reasons I’ve kept him over in the States. It’s crucial 
that we get this right the first time around. The only drawback is that 
eventually everyone would need their own chip for this concept to work 
effortlessly, but that’s where Kate comes in. She will target big businesses 
first, to help mass-market this kind of idea to the world.” 

I turned my head slightly to show her the chip and said, “Between 
you and me, I do have a phone, it is just attached to my body unnoticed. 
The only people I need to talk to are Deacon, and my father. The only 
other person who matters to me is sitting right here next to me. I don’t 
need to look at my smart phone because Deacon’s and mine are running 
internally, and that is too hard to explain, but it isn’t ready for the open 
market as of yet.” 


Emmalyn 


Wow! I sat in stunned silence. That was quite a concept. I could 
hardly grasp the unbelievable knowledge he had just provided. I also saw 
the look in his eyes as he spoke about the deal, the deal that had been 
involved with Thomas. But here again it was strange that I just did not 
feel pain at his memory anymore. | was beginning to feel like I had been 
with Nolan all along and that my life before him, other than Christian 
and Kate, was a dream, a genuine beautiful dream. 

I finally said, “That’s incredible, but what about the side effects to 
your brain and what about cancer?” 

“Well, we are testing everything right now and so far no signs of 
either of your concerns. All Deacon and | are seeing is that it seems to 
add continually to your own intellect, and it gives us an abundance of 
multiple outcomes to several different theories and to many different 
diverse questions. The best part to me is, it’s all in your head and whatever 
you think to find out, it does.” 

As I looked at him in all his seriousness, I started giggling that turned 
into fits of belly laughter and I could not stop myself, tears slowly trickled 
down my cheeks. The look on his face just made me laugh harder. 

“Okay, I didn’t expect that kind of reaction, but funny is good too,” 
he said. 

With his disoriented tone, it affected me even harder and my side 
started hurting. I held up my hand as I felt the car come to a stop. 
I hoped he wouldn’t say anything else so I could regain self-control 
before we went inside to meet his father. Why it made me laugh is 
anyone’s guess. Maybe because it was truly like a sci-fi movie. His 
invention intrigued me and so did his expertise. If this DSN really 
did what he said it would, it was extraordinary. I told him so after I 
stopped laughing. 


“So is that why you are so damn smart?” 
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“No, my silly little Minx, the device is so damn smart because 
I’m brilliant.” 

I tilted my head in a childlike way. “Yes, Irish, I’m sure that’s the way 
it works.” 

His father’s house was smaller than Nolan’s but just as charming. 
It was a cottage-style home, overlooking the West Coast of Ireland. 
I could see for miles and miles. The deepest blue colors of the ocean 
were the backdrop, meeting the sky with its fluffy clouds. Little green 
islands poked out in the midst of the crystal blue. We'd had unbelievable 
weather since we arrived in Ireland, as the locals had told me everywhere 
we went. It made me smile just thinking about it. Nolan squeezed my 
hand and said, “I knew youd like it.” 

“T love it.” 

He knocked twice before we walked in through the front door. The 
smell of something wonderful drifted into my nose. I was finally going 
to meet the charming Aislinn from Nolan’s letters. She came around the 
corner of the hall with her arms spread wide. “Oh, there is my handsome 
boy.” Her accent was even more distinctive than Nolan's. 

He hugged her affectionately. I blushed at the thoughts of my earlier 
presumption of her. She had salt-and-pepper hair pulled up in a bun, 
and pale blue eyes that smiled at me before Nolan even introduced us. 
I would say she was in her sixties. She turned to me, pulled me into her 
warm, slightly pudgy body, and said, “My sweet beautiful Emmalyn, it 
is so nice to meet you.” 

Immediately I felt fond of her. I hugged her back with just as much 
enthusiasm. She was an instant reminder of my mother. Not much in 
looks, but their warm-hearted spirit was the same. 

“You'll have to excuse me, dear, I’m a hugger. I have waited patiently 
to meet you and you are even more beautiful than my Nolan told me.” 

“Ms. Aislinn, I told you that she is the most beautiful creature on 
this earth.” 

Aislinn slowly smiled up at Nolan. “Yes, you did, but she is as 
beautiful as one of our angel-fairies, is she not?” 

“Oh, you silly superstitious woman!” He turned me around and said, 
“Come now, let’s get you to meet the famous Mr. O'Neill.” 

Aislinn winked at me as she followed suit and traced my footsteps as 
we walked down the long hallway. I wondered if she knew about Calista 
and Thomas. I’d have to ask her about them one day. I noticed pictures 
hanging on the walls of Nolan and his father on horseback. They looked 


as though they were taken at a fox hunt. There were some of Nolan as a 
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young man, and some of more recent days. 

How fabulous Nolan looked in his attire. Good lord! I needed to grow 
up and stop thinking like a schoolgirl. Oh, but how mouthwatering and 
yummy he was. As I walked behind him now, watching his muscular 
ass move in his pants gave me visions of our earlier endeavor. My cervix 
clenched at the thought. 

We came through another door and there his father sat in a dark 
caramel leather chair. Nolan was a spitting image of a younger Mr. 
O'Neill. His father was more distinguished, almost kinglike, as he sat as 
though on his throne. I met his eyes and his smile was infectious as he 
stood to greet me. 

“Finally, I get to meet the woman who was brave enough to capture 
my boy’s heart.” He pulled me into a big bear hug, kissing me on both 
my cheeks. He then looked me up and down saying, “You are a keeper, 
Mrs. Stone, and my buachaill, my boy, is a very lucky man.” 

So, I thought, Nolan didn’t tell his father of our wedding vows on 
the plane. I could not help but look back over my shoulder at Aislinn. 
She smiled at me as if not realizing that she was just as worthy of keeping 
to him as I was to Nolan. I would get that point across to both of them 
somehow as we became more acquainted with one another. 

He was eager to talk and full of brilliant stories. Our conversations 
flowed one into another as Aislinn stood and said, “Let me get some tea 
for us.” Both men piped up saying, “We'll take dark ale.” 

She frowned at them, but asked me if I would rather have ale and I 
said, “Sure. Why not? I’m in Ireland.” 

Nolan squeezed my hand and said, “That’s my girl.” 

Mr. O’Neill told us stories of northern Ireland, saying that’s where 
they came from and how it was made up of six counties. That he much 
preferred the West Coast now in his older years as the climate was better 
on his bones. He told me that the O’Neill name came from the Niall of 
the Nine Hostages, and that septs, not clans, were divided into two main 
branches. The senior branch, which was considered extinct now, was from 
County Tyrone, and the junior branch, which was from Counties Antrim 
and Down. Up until the 19th century, under British rule discrimination 
laws kept Irish people from using their real surnames. After the British 
eased up, people here slowly were allowed to start adding back the prefix 
to their Irish last names, and that was how Neill became O'Neill again, 
from the Old Gaelic name. 

Aislinn set the beers down and both men said, “Cheers,” as she 
breezed back out of the room. Dermod O’Neill fascinated me with his 
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wisdom and I laughed when he told me that Nolan’s name meant “little 
proud one” or “champion.” His middle name, Hurley, was his mother’s 
maiden name, and meant sea tide, and his mother’s family were directly 
descended from the sept Brenan Ban. I noticed Nolan watched me 
intently and I wondered why. 

My attention went back to his father. At the mention of my name 
he said, “You know, lass, your name comes from the French origin and 
means ‘entire, whole.’ As I watch you two, it seems to me that that is 
what you've done for my buachaill. My boy is a different man. I’m forever 
indebted to you, Mrs. Stone, for your unintentional gift.” 

“Please call me Em. That’s what my friends call me.” 

He nodded and smiled. “Em it is then.” 

I looked over at Nolan and knew that I shouldn’t say anything but, 
my God, his father had just opened the gateway to Nolan’s life, and 
I couldn’t help myself. “You know, Mr. O'Neill, Nolan actually saved 
himself when after so many years he realized that all that happened to 
him as a boy was never his fault.” 

Something passed between father and son at that moment. It saddened 
me because it looked like doubt and underlying pain that bubbled at 
the surface. Dermod O'Neill leaned forward and said, “Nolan, an e’ seo 
fr or—is this true? Is it true that you blamed yourself for McKenzie’s 
abuse?” 


Nolan looked at me and said, “Emmalyn, it was you who freed me of 
the demon that lived inside my soul.” 

Then he looked back at his father. “Yes, athair. I did.” 

“Why, son? What in the world would make you believe such a lie? I 
didn’t blame you.” 

I knew each of them in their own way was still deeply hurt because 
of the lack of communication. A simple acknowledgement from father 
to son of a crime committed and advice that needed to be given many 
years ago, but because of a father’s shame he had never been able to do so. 

“T knew you didn’t lie to me,” he said. “You did not tell me the whole 
truth, but I believed you.” 

“Do you blame me, athair? I couldn’t even think of the truth let alone 
speak about it.” 

His father leaned back as if Nolan had struck him, “Of course not. 
Why would you think that bad of me? What would I blame you for? My 
brother was a drunk and then I found out that he was a bugger for sure. 
Didn't I say so at the time?” 

Nolan just put his head down and shook his head. 
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“Dear God, what else did he do to you, buachaill?” 

Tears streaked my cheeks; it was hard to see this unfold in front of me. 

Nolan shook his head again, as if to banish the memory of the horror 
that he lived through. “Athair, things I fight every day to forget.” 

“Damn it, son, I’m sorry. ’m so damn sorry. I should have known 
and protected you from him. My God, there isn’t a day that passes that I 
don’t blame myself. If | could go back, I would. You have to know that. 
I wish I could have killed him myself long before he ever got his hands 
on you.” 

There was an unspoken look between father and son, as Nolan’s eyes 
said, “I wish you could have too.” His tears dripped silently as his father 
absorbed the truth of the situation. 

His father softly said, “All this time, I thought I'd done the right 
thing by you and come to find out, I kept you damaged because of me.” 

“Do not put that much guilt on yourself, athair. | know you did your 
best. I do not blame you.” 

Nolan glanced at me and | gave him a small smile. Then he told his 
father, “You know, in the end before ma’thair passed on, she knew. And 
not because I told her.” 

“Well, I should have known she would have seen the signs. She was 
not blind. I thought I was protecting you both. It seems I just hurt you 
more by not telling you that I never blamed you. When I walked into the 
barn and saw what was happening,” he put his hand up to his mouth and 
coughed back a sob, “I wanted to kill him then. Hell, I thought I had. I 
had beaten him so badly he was unrecognizable. Nolan, I was proud of 
you then and I am so damn proud of the man inside of you now, the man 
strong enough to tell me the truth of it.” 

Nolan released the last parts of the boy locked inside, the young boy 
who desperately needed to hear healing words from his father to close 
up the wound. He cried almost as hard with his father’s words as when 
I had shown him my acceptance of the man who was broken as a child 
so long ago. 

His father stood up and put his hand upon his son’s head. It broke 
my heart to hear Nolan say, “I apologize, athair. | haven't cried so much 
since I was a boy. I didn’t know that I had any more tears left inside 
of me.” 

I turned my head to see Aislinn at the door, silent tears rolling down 
her face. I wasn’t sure how much she’d heard, but it was enough to know 
that father and son had stepped over an untold tragedy between them. 

Dermod surprised me by motioning for her to come and stand at his 
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side. Nolan instinctively reached for her hand. I then understood that 
she had been more to him than just a friend of his father’s. She had been 
the mother he had lost too soon. He then reached for my hand, and 
gently pulled me onto his lap. “7a't'u mo ghra’, anois agus go deo ... You 
are my true love, Emmalyn, now and forever.” 

Smiling a smile unfamiliar to me, he looked from me to his father, 
who said, “Where were you twenty years ago, angel?” 

I smiled at him. I was by far, no angel. My life twenty years ago didn’t 
include this phenomenal man who secured me in his arms. My life had 
been with another man and a precious little boy whom I missed terribly 
and thought of daily. I needed to call Christian and catch him up on all 
that was going on in my life. The six-hour time difference made it harder 
for me to get in touch with him. 

Aislinn said, “Well, I hope everyone is hungry. I have made enough 
for an army.” 

After dinner, Dermod and Aislinn kissed me kindly as we stepped 
out onto the front porch to leave. 

Nolan shook his father’s hand and kissed his second mother goodbye. 

I said, “Mr. O’Neill, I love your home and the views from here are 
spectacular. It should be in a postcard.” 

“I’m glad to hear that, Em. Please come back soon so you can ride the 
land with me. I’m getting stronger every day.” 

“We would love to, Mr. O'Neill. Of course, I need to learn to 
ride first.” 

“Please call me Dermod,” he said, smiling. “It makes me feel so old 
when you say Mr. O’Neill. Nolan, teach this angel how to ride. You are 
the best teacher.” 

Nolan looked down at me, his fingers never leaving mine, and the 
security of his touch recharged me. 

Aine met us at the door of the castle with Fergus standing behind her 
smiling at us. “What's this?” Nolan asked. 

Aine shook her head. “You are lettin’ me down, Mr. O'Neill.” She 
pointed to me. “She worked hard on your favorite dessert. You haven't 
slowed down enough to even enjoy it. So, com’on into the kitchen and 
we will all enjoy a taste. I won’t take no for an answer either, so don’t 
even try that.” 

I started giggling. “You heard the boss,” I said to Nolan. “It’s time 
for dessert.” 

“You women are turning my world upside down,” he said, and we all 
started laughing. 
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We all sat at the large island in the middle of the kitchen, and the 
raspberry tart was delicious. Nolan told them about our day and that I 
had finally met Dermod and Aislinn. Fergus was anxious to hear how 
Dermod was doing and was delighted that he was as spunky as he always 
had been. I looked around at them, thinking this was my family now 
and what a sweet surprise it was for me. 

When we said our good nights. Fergus kissed my cheek, saying how 
wonderful it was to have me here and to have me as a part of their family. 

We both crawled into bed exhausted. I snuggled close to Nolan and 
breathed in his scent. Thinking back over the day, I wondered if he knew 
how fast he was releasing bad toxins from his body as he let go of the 
horrid past, how fast he was healing, right before my eyes. He held me 
tight against his body. 

I said sleepily, “I’m sorry if I overstepped my bounds with your father 
today, and if I hurt you by exposing your feelings. I just couldn’t let the 
craziness of your father not knowing continue.” 

He squeezed me tighter. “You saw an opening and you took it. How 
could I be unhappy with you? You're a miracle to me.” 

Drowsily, I smiled to myself thinking of his romanticism and slowly 
I drifted into a peaceful and contented sleep. 

I awoke to an empty bed. I closed my eyes and snuggled deeper into 
the lushness of his king-size bed wondering where he was. The sound 
of the door opening made me open my eyes and to my delight, he was 
bringing me coffee and a large Irish breakfast to serve me in bed. 

“You are a sleepyhead, mo a illeacht, my beauty. I wanted to 
surprise you.” 

“You're going to make me fat. Is that what you're trying to do?” 

His laugh was genuine. I sat up slowly letting the sheet slide down 
exposing my breasts so they hung freely. I saw his gaze instantly change 
to desire.. 

“Someone is grumpy in the morning too. We can skip breakfast.” He 
sauntered towards me. “With the view you're giving me, it’s an invite ’'d 
be willing to fulfill before I make you fat.” 

“Grumpy? I’m not grumpy. I like to sleep. This is the most I’ve slept 
in over a year. I guess I need to eat, though, so I can keep my strength up 
to keep up with you, greedy.” 

“Greedy? And all this time, I thought I was pleasing you. I can take my 
greediness and leave you to sleep, but you do need to eat, Mrs. O'Neill.” 

I was shocked. “Oh, don’t look so distressed,” he said. “I'll only say 
it to you when we are alone.” 
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My God, I hadn’t realized that I was Emmalyn O'Neill, even 
to myself. 

“Mr. O’Neill, as for your greediness, I’ve become rather fond of it. As 
for my name change, it is a little strange, I must admit, but I like the ring 
to it, especially when you purr my name like that.” 

He leaned down and kissed me. “Good! Because you are now 
Emmalyn Grace O’Neill, from now until forevermore and, little Minx, 
neither of us can do without sex for long.” 

Eventually I started on the Irish breakfast—bangers, rashers, black 
pudding, white pudding, eggs, beans, brown bread, sliced tomatoes and 
fried potatoes with yammy mushrooms. It was, of course, way too much 
food for me to consume at one setting, but I would have fun trying to 
appease him. 

Bangers are what Americans call sausage and can be either beef or 
pork, or both. Then there are the rashers, a type of bacon more like what 
we would call Canadian bacon, soft and thick, fried a golden brown. 
Then there’s the white pudding, somewhat like a sausage, but made with 
oatmeal and different spices. Black pudding is made with pig’s blood 
(eww, I know); I thought the same thing. But, I had to mentally block 
out the images, because it truly was good. The Irish soda bread, made 
with whole-wheat flour, and drier and firmer than American bread, it 
was great for dunking into my sunny-side-up eggs. 

I looked up to see Nolan watching me and I grinned. “Come on, help 
me eat some of this food.” He laughed and joined me. The two of us in 
bed eating breakfast, it doesn’t get any better than this. I wasn’t used 
to being spoiled, but I could damn sure get used to it. Yes, sir, I could 
for sure. 
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Nolan 


After we finished breakfast, we dressed to go hiking for the day. I 
was taking her to Croaghmoyle Mountain. We arrived at point A and I 
parked my black Land Rover in front of a stream where we would start 
our journey on the bridge. We looked at each other at the same time and 
she said, “Is this the bridge that was in your dream?” 

It was our ritual, every time we came across a bridge. “I don’t think 
so. Is it the one that was in yours?” 

“No, I don’t think it’s the same bridge. It’s so crazy, Nolan. I remember 
waking up and having no clue to where the bridge was. It’s funny. I can 
barely pull it up in my mind now. Maybe it was a heavenly bridge.” 

I kissed the top of her head. “Well, maybe it’s as you said, that Calista 
somehow removed the memories of discomfort so that we can be free of 
the past.” 

“Nolan, as we walk will you tell me what happened?” she asked. “I'd 
like to know all of it from the day Thomas died to Calista’s appearance.” 

“Of course I will, a’/ainn. Let’s see ... where do I begin?” 

She had patiently waited all this time never asking me about that 
final day. Now it was time to tell her. 

I took a deep breath as we began to walk the trail. “As you already 
know, Thomas was here to close the deal taking us international. I still 
needed to finish a few things at the office. It was only an hour after he 
left that I received the phone call that he had been in a horrid accident. 
I’m not sure if you had yet been informed, but the woman at the hospital 
said they called me because a lot of the papers that were in his briefcase 
had my name on the letterhead”. 

“T went straight to the hospital and when I went in and saw him lying 
there, my legs went weak. I had never seen anyone in such bad shape. It 
sickened me and I blamed myself because he could have stayed with me 
at the office and ridden with me to the pub where we were going to meet 
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some other people on our team. The Dublin roads can be downright 
brutal on the tourists, who aren’t familiar with driving on the left side 
of the road, and the Dublin roads are narrow and confusing. Thomas 
had left before me, saying he wanted to change into something more 
comfortable and get out of his suit. Hell, I couldn’t blame him for that.” 

I reached down, taking Emmalyn’s hand and squeezed it gently. She 
wiped a tear away from her eye and said, “Go on. I’m fine.” 

“As I stood next to him, I prayed, pleading with God to help him. 
Then suddenly a tingling feeling washed through me and a noise that 
was unbearable ricocheted through my ears. It was kind of a vibration, 
maybe like when you touched Calista, a strange sensation that went 
through my entire body. My equilibrium was thrown off and the sounds 
of the beeping and buzzing of the machines overwhelmed my senses. 
That’s when I saw Calista for the first time. I thought I was dreaming, 
but just then Thomas opened his eyes. I was in shock and at the time I 
was consumed with regret and torment. What he said to me staggered 
me to my soul. He knew nothing of my past and I could not grasp why 
he would ask me to take care of you.” 

Emmalyn had been looking out over the landscape as we made our 
ascent up the path. She looked at me then and said, “What?” 

“Yes, believe me, that’s what I thought. I was blown away. His exact 
words to me were, “Take care of Emmalyn. You are the only one who 
can.’ I was in total disbelief. I told him that he was setting me up to fail. 
I knew he was dying. I could see it in his eyes and I knew that Calista 
was there to take him away. I then placed my hand over his and told him 
I was sorry. He whispered softly to me, so softly that I could barely hear 
him, ‘It is predestined, my friend. Take care of her. 

“T don’t cry or at least I hadn’t in a very long time, since I was that 
weak little boy that was abused, but I cried openly at that point because 
deep down I knew I had always wanted what Thomas was talking about. 
I believed I didn’t deserve it or I'd never have it, and even with his words 
I doubted it to be true. He was leaving this world yet so unselfishly 
giving me the one thing he cherished most in life, you.” 

We stopped at a place on the path where we could see stunning views 
of Lough Beltra Lake. I pulled her to me and just held her tight. She was 
crying, and I wanted to soothe her. A couple walked past us and I smiled 
at them over Emmalyn’s head to reassure them that all was well, and they 
went on along the path. 

Tilting her head up, she said, “Nolan, I saw Thomas after they 
shipped him home. Christian and I went into the small room at the 
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funeral home, and I was surprised at how good he looked considering 
what they had told me about his extensive injuries. I had been told that 
he had not suffered and that he had never regained consciousness, yet 
now I know he spoke to you. I know now why you did the things that 
you did. What did he say to you when we were at the gravesite that day 
with Calista?” 

“Emmalyn, the people who told you he never regained consciousness 
didn’t mean to lie to you. I don’t think anyone ever knew that he talked 
to me. I was too dumbfounded to say anything when I left. It wasn’t like 
I was going to tell them what happened—hell, they would have put me 
in the mental ward.” 

I lifted her chin and made her look straight into my eyes. 

“What Thomas said to me the night I took you to the cemetery was, 
‘You finally listened to me, my brave friend. You were chosen long ago 
for this. Somewhere in a time unknown even to me, an angel named 
Calista came from the heavens to retrieve me as her soul companion. 
At the time it was unknown to me, and I was still fighting for the 
extraordinary woman who now stands beside you. I believed her spirit 
had been shattered by what fate gave her here in this world. Calista kept 
me slumbered until she convinced you to do as I ask. That was the only 
way to bring me out of oblivion. Now I’m free, my friend. Be delighted 


»» 


for all now is complete. 


4508 


Emmatyn 


I shook my head at his words. We both were restored. Maybe not 
everything in me, maybe not everything in him, but it was incredible that 
we were this lucky. We were happy together. I looked out over the hills 
and I could see black-faced sheep and tall windmills along the climbing 
mountains. On the lake was a reversed painting of the sky meeting the 
land, the reflection of the hills and clouds matching brilliantly across the 
expanse of water. 

“Why do you think it was us, Nolan? Why are we the lucky ones? 
Did Calista or Thomas ever say why?” 

“No, my Minx, they did not. It took me months to allow myself 
to accept it even partly. Then the letters started and daily I came to 
understand that my life forever was changing. I knew in the back of 
my mind that we would be right here doing this exact thing. It just 
stayed hidden and protected within my heart until we were both ready 
to journey into the unknown.” 

We held hands the whole way to the top of the mountain. 

At the summit, Nolan pointed to our right, saying, “That is Nephin 
Begs to the northwest of us.” 

The sun gleamed overhead with clouds scattering above us, as if they 
were hot coals, thick and dense, spreading in every direction. 

“It’s breathtaking, Nolan, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, you are,” he said. 

I loved that about him. He always turned what I said back into a 
compliment towards me. His next words surprised me. 

“There is one more thing that I need to confess. After Thomas died, 
at first I convinced myself that he wanted me to take care of you, but not 
the way he said it. I had my private investigator, Conner, do some shady 
work for me to set you up with a great sum of money. I made myself 
believe that it was what Thomas was asking of me, but it was too late to 
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cancel the exchange before I knew it wasn’t the money he wanted me to 
give to you. What he wanted me to give to you was my heart.” 

“Oh, Nolan, I wondered where that money came from. He never kept 
anything from me.” 

“Yeah, you kind of have a big piece of stock in one of my businesses; 
I mean our businesses, now.” 

“T love you, Mr. O'Neill,” I said, bringing his face down to mine for 
a kiss. 

“T love you too, Mrs. O’ Neill. Now I think I feel rain in the air. We 
need to start heading back or we might get wet on the two-hour walk 
back to the car.” 

I couldn’t believe that he had just said he loved me, and without 
restraint. 

As we walked back down the mountain, we saw Clew Bay and other 
views of Nephin Begs and Croagh Patrick that had been hidden from us 
on the way up. After a while, Nolan said, “You know, you wrote to me 
about your love for children. Why don’t we set something up for your 
special needs kids back in the States?” 

I loved the idea, but wondered where it came from, “Okay, that would 
be wonderful. What can we do for the children over here in Ireland? Is 
there a need for it here?” 

“I would suppose so. We'll check into it and if there is, we'll do 
something to help.” 

It was a little steep in places as we descended the trail. I lost my 
footing twice and was glad for Nolan’s strength to keep me from falling. 
I could not get the thought out of my head that he had said he loved me, 
but it also made me wonder about something else. I blurted out, “Did 
you not ever want children of your own?” 

It took him forever to answer me but he finally said, “Hell, I guess 
not. I mean, that is up until a few months ago I never thought to have 
you. What about you? Why only the one child when you truly love kids?” 

“Oh, I wanted four or five children. Sometime during my pregnancy 
or after, I’m not sure, something went wrong. We tried and tried until we 
both realized it was not going to happen for us.” 

“Tm so sorry. I didn’t think to ask you if you could get pregnant. | 
have never in my life not used protection, but with you, hell, I'd have 
babies with you.” 

He took me gently in his arms and said, “We could get you checked 
out by a specialist if you'd like.” 

“Well, even if that was possible I think I’m a little too old for diaper 
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duty. You would be cursing me daily.” I smiled at him, yet my thoughts 
of the loss washed through me as if I had just been told again that I 
would never have children again. 

“I would never curse you, Mrs. O’ Neill. I would say we'd have to get 
a nanny for the diaper duty. The thought alone makes me queasy.” 

“Well, then, good for us. We don’t have to worry about it.” 

We walked in silence, both of us with our own thoughts for the 
first time. 

I could tell that he was envisioning something that I could not 
imagine. He didn’t notice when I asked him about something in the 
scenery. I said then, “Where did you go?” 

He wouldn’t look me in the eyes, and I got suspicious. “Don’t tell me 
you were daydreaming about a little black-haired girl that looks just like 
me?” Then I said, “You don’t have to answer me. It’s written all over your 
face and believe me when I say this, I’ve dreamt of her my whole life.” 

It started to rain and we were drenched by the time we made back 
to the Land Rover. He looked down at me and said, “So much for your 


good luck.” We both laughed. 


Ka) 


June 18, 2011 


“Where are we going?” It was the next day and we were getting ready. 
Of course, Nolan wouldn't tell me anything; he loved to surprise me. 

“Tm not going to tell you, Emmalyn. I’ve told you what to pack. We 
are going on an adventure, but it’s a surprise. That means you have to 
wait and see.” 

I stuck my tongue out at him, but he didn’t see me because he had 
turned around to get his watch. I mean his Hublot Black Caviar Bang 
watch, crazy amount of money, beautiful nonetheless. 

I had talked to Kate earlier and she’d told me work was crazy and 
that she was bummed out that I was not coming home for my birthday. 
I told her I was sorry too, and that Nolan promised me that before long 
we would fly home. I had tried and tried to reach Christian and still 
couldn’t get in touch with him. 

Nolan eased up behind me and said, “What's wrong, Minx?” 

“T guess I’m feeling a little guilty and I’m worried about Christian. It’s 
not like him to not return my calls.” 

“Tm sure he will call you, after he sees that you-have called him 
five times.” 

I paused, thinking. “Actually it has been seven and I can’t help it, I 
guess—it’s a mother thing.” 

“Tt will be fine. He’s a grown man. He'll call you soon, I’m sure of 
it.” Nolan said, as we walked down the massive staircase. I heard sounds 
coming from his entertainment room. “Who is in there?” 

His smile about knocked me over as he said, “Oh, I’m not sure. Let’s 
go in there and find out.” 

He opened the door for me and I walked in. My heart skipped a 
beat—everyone I loved was standing in the room screaming, “Surprise!” 

Tears came to my eyes as Kate ran into my arms, “Did you honestly 
think I would let Nolan keep you to himself for your Big Fortieth?” 
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I hugged her to me, realizing just how much I had missed her. I wiped 
back tears of joy as my son nudged Kate out of the way and picked me 
up off the floor and spun me around in circles. “Happy early birthday, 
Mom. Are you surprised?” 

I was speechless. I put my hand over my mouth trying to get my 
emotions under control. Looking back over at Nolan I said, “How in the 
world did you plan this without me knowing?” 

His smile was even more brilliant as he slid up next to me and said, 
“Tt wasn’t easy. You keep me on my toes.” Then he kissed me passionately 
in front of everyone in the room. 

I backed up a little and peered over at Christian to see how he was 
reacting. To my surprise, he was grinning from ear to ear, something I 
had not witnessed in a long time. I smiled back at him and he winked at 
me. My heart was overjoyed as I looked around the room. Nolan’s father 
and Aislinn were here, and Deacon, and of course Fergus and Aine. They 
all came up to me and kissed me on each cheek. 

Aine started passing out glasses of champagne. Nolan whispered to 
me, “Cristal Brut 1990 Methuselah ... nothing but the best for my little 
Minx.” My blush must have been seen by everyone. 

Aloud, he said, “Emmalyn, I have already talked to everyone in this 
room about what I hope will happen next. I arranged for most of them to 
fly over the Atlantic to be here, not just to surprise you for your birthday, 
but also to have these fine people be our witnesses to making you my wife.” 

In one sweeping movement, he was on his knee, setting his glass 
down and holding out a ring. “I want to spend the rest of my life with 
you. I never thought that you would come along, Emmalyn. That I 
would be lucky enough to have this privilege, but now that you are here, 
I don’t want to spend one more minute without you being Mrs. Nolan 
Hurley O’Neill. In Ireland, the way to propose to your woman is to ask 
her, “Would you like to be buried with my people?’ [ll ask you both 
ways. Will you do the honors and marry me today?” 

I was totally and utterly blown away now. I had not had the chance 
to talk to Kate or Christian about how fast Nolan and I were progressing 
in our relationship. I had already married him in private, but I did not 
want to hurt Christian with my selfishness. I looked over my shoulder at 
him and he smiled at me and nodded his head “yes.” 

That's all I needed as I went down on my knees and said with all the 
love I had for him, “Yes, yes, yes, I'll be your wife.” 

I kissed him, and everyone cheered. I felt over the moon with my 
good luck. We slowly stood up and a man I did not recognize came 
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into the room. He walked up to us and said to me, “My name is Mr. 
O’Brennan. I am ready when you are.” 

“T guess we are getting married right here and now.” 

“Nope, not here,” Nolan said. “If everyone will follow me, you 
especially, mo ailleacht, my beauty, we have a wedding to attend.” 

We followed him out into the hall and towards the back of the castle 
to the back stairs, which led us into the large, lush green yard. When we 
came out the doors we heard the sound of bagpipes and saw five men 
piping away. It was a perfect touch and | happened to say that aloud. 
Nolan corrected me, saying they were not really bagpipes. What these 
men were playing were called uilleann.”( Pipes that when translated from 
Irish language are known as pipes of the elbow.) The Irish pipes have a 
little softer sound than bagpipes. I noticed that they were not blowing 
into the pipes, but holding the pipes in front of them, attached to their 
waist. They would squeeze the bellows attached to their arms, and the 
bellows produced the air for the music. However, other than the oddness 
of not seeing them blowing their hearts out, the willeann sounded like 
bagpipes to me. When I said that, he shook his head and laughed at me. 

The pipers wore the complete Irish outfits—white billowing shirts, 
red and green plaid kilts, black boots and some type of striped socks that 
had dangly balls decorating them. 

We reached the paved walkway leading to the lake, and there before 
my eyes was the beginning of the fairytale. It seemed that every flower 
known to man was reaching, peeking or hanging in our view. I could 
not imagine when he had the time or the thoughts to prepare for this 
exceptional ceremony. 

He whispered in my ear, “Are you wowed?” 

“Tm beyond wowed. It’s incredible.” 

On each side of the walkway, many different flowers met us. The first 
were poppies, hundreds of them in multiple shades of reds and pink. 
Next to each group of flowers we passed were beautiful wooden signs 
etched with the flower’s meaning. 

He stopped to tell all of us why he chose the poppies, where the plaque 
read “Imagination—Oblivion.” “T picked these for my oblivion to love, that is, 
until Emmalyn came along. Now, through her,” he looked down at me, “I see 
a different world with much more imagination.” 

We came next to hundreds of lavender roses, labeled “Love at First 
Sight.” Big purple passionflowers had a plaque that read, “Holy Love— 
Faith—Believe.” God! I loved this man beyond words. The smells along 
the walk made my nose smile with happiness. Orange blossoms hung 
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in clusters mixed with forget-me-nots, honeysuckle, deep red mallows 
and bluebells. Here the signs were “Innocence, Eternal Love, True 
Love, Memories and Hope, Devoted Love, Generous, Deep in Love, 
Constancy, Never-Ending Gratitude and Appreciation.” 

As we came to stand in front of the lake, as far as I could see around 
the perimeter were thousands more flowers. Above us when we came to a 
halt stood the last arch, ornamented with an assortment of alstroemeria, 
arbutus and big red amaryllis, with birds of paradise branching out in 
places. It had its own unique flow and was truly a display that spoke, 
“Never-Ending Beautiful Journey.” 

Nolan whispered in my ear, “Now you can be wowed, Mrs. O’ Neill.” 

I was more than ready to say, “I do.” The minister said a few words 
and everyone quieted down. | noticed that each seat had a guest’s name 
written across the back with a creamy sash covering the entire chair. I 
was in such wonderment that I had not looked at the faces of our guests, 
but as I glanced about, they were as enthralled as I was. Nolan surprised 
me when he said, “I would like to say my vows to you, Emmalyn, and let 
everyone here witness what is in my heart.” 

Of course, he would and all I could think was, What the hell am I 
going to say? 


SOL 


Nolan 


I looked over at our guests, then back to Emmalyn, and said I had 
seriously thought about having a traditional Irish ceremony, but in the 
end, I decided this suited us better. I reached over the podium that held 
the flowers I had picked out for my vows to her. To me we were married. 
But to make it official, I had chosen the flowers that made up the story 
of what she meant to me, what each flower represented to our lives 
together. First was a lilac branch, which I held out to her, and she took 
it into her hand, gently lifting it to her nose to breathe in the essence of 
the flowers. 

I told her, “This is the lilac branch and it means, ‘First Love.’ You are 
my first and only love, my a’/ainn, beautiful Emmalyn.” I smiled down 
at her exquisite face. 

I picked up a rose and said, “This rose means, ‘Love at First Sight.’ I 
knew when I stepped off the plane in Hilton Head, South Carolina, that 
you were the one. The one brave enough to capture my heart.” I looked 
over at my dad and winked. His smile in return was genuine. He was 
wearing the O’Neill kilt. He wanted me to wear my kilt, but I knew it 
would give my surprise away with Emmalyn so | decided against it. 

Next, I gave her the ipomoea, meaning “I Belong to Thee.” I told her, 
‘I belong to you for as long as I live.” 

As I placed the peonies in her hand, I looked into her steamy, sea- 
green eyes. “I believe that our love is based on holiness. I have faith in the 
holiness of our love and these peonies are for ‘Happy Marriage, Happy 
Life. That’s what I’m offering you for as long as we both shall live.” 

I picked up the last flowers of my arrangement and said, “These, 
a lainn, are the last two. 

“This is called amaranth and represents ‘Immortal Love.’ | know you 
know why I picked this particular flower. I also know that not all of our 
guests understand the reason behind my choice.” Emmalyn bit her lip 
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and smiled at me. I looked from her to where our guests were watching 
us eagerly. 

I then looked back at her. “You and I know that fate played a hand in 
our finding one another. I want you and our guests to know,” I made eye 
contact with Christian, “that I will never forget what happened for this 
miracle to take place today.” 

Christian nodded his head at me. 

I returned my full attention to the woman who consumed my world. 
“T will cherish you, Emmalyn, every day of your life.” 

The last one I put in her hand was verbena. There was a hidden 
message in the meaning of this flower, but I did not mention that to her 
or anyone else. | still didn’t know myself if it was one hundred percent 
true. I prayed it was. 

“T love you, Emmalyn, with everything inside me. More so than one 
little word will ever mean in this lifetime. With what that love stands 
for, I promise tenderness and pray that you will have your heart’s desire. 

“Rinneadh do anam dheanamh do mianach. Your soul was made for 
mine,” I said. 

“Will you be my wife?” I slipped the ring onto her finger. 

“Yes, Nolan, I will be your wife.” 


Oyo 


Emmalyn 


Tears were freely flowing down my cheeks. For heaven’s sake, how 
did I top that? 

I knew that saying the word “love” was hard for Nolan, but he said 
it to me without strain and with unquestionable warmth. With his big 
warm hands around my face, he wiped my tears away and whispered, 
“Eternally mine.” 

I reached up, held his hands with mine and breathed out, “Eternally 
yours.” 

I pulled his hands down easily, turning them over as he looked at me 
suspiciously. | had my own plan. I wanted to lay the flowers back into 
his hand as he had done for me. I knew I could not say the same as he 
had said about the lilac. Instead, I reached up and broke off a piece of 
the white arbutus, which hung like grapes off the arch. Everyone was 
murmuring, but I went on. I had always had a love for flowers and had 
wanted my own shop just a few months ago. I had a trick or two that I 
could add to this celebration. I placed the blossom in his hand, peeking 
up to see his brilliant smile that hit me like a bolt of lightning. The rascal 
knew what it meant, but I continued my story. 

“Nolan, this is the white arbutus and it means, ‘I Love Thee Only. 
I truly love you with every fiber of my being. Only you, right here, now 
and for all eternity.” 

He squeezed my hand as I released the flower into his palm. Then 
I spotted my next pick. “This is a Greek lily also called Casablanca. It 
means ‘Celebration; Happy Occasion, and ... since the day we met you 
have made me happy. Every day is a celebration of our lives together and 
I intend to keep it that way.” 

He gave his deep rich laugh. I heard Kate whispering, “That’s my 
girl.” I then picked up the coral rose bud. He shook his head at me. | 


wanted to laugh, but I stayed in control. I said, “From the very start, 
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even in your letters, for me, you brought out an enthusiasm which I’ve 
never known. Absolutely everything about you is pure zeal, as this flower 
stands for, and you bring out the very best in me. 

He laughed again. He knew there was more to its meaning. It also 
meant deep desire, but in front of our guests, I kept that out of my 
announcement. My next choice was the stephanotis, or others call it 
Madagascar jasmine. “This flower means ‘Happiness In Marriage’ and I 
will always do my best to make you happy.” 

I placed the xeranthemum in his hand looking up into his handsome 
face. “This one means ‘Eternity. Immortality. I promise I will be with 
you in this world and follow you into the next.” 

I had one more flower to give him, called viscaria. Dainty and 
delicate, a soft medium purple, that smells divine. I thought it would be 
appropriate from our first encounter to say, “Will you dance with me for 
the rest of our lives?” 

He pulled me close to his hard lean body so I went on in a hurry. I 
had to get this part right. “Rinneadh do anam dheanamh do mianach. 
Your soul was made for mine.” 

He said, “Well done, mo maite’, my soul mate, and yes, do'nna 
manam do shon—my soul burns for you. Now can I kiss my bride?” 

Everyone was clapping. They all stood up. Christian whistled. The 
minister said, “I would like to pronounce Mr. and Mrs. Nolan O’Neill. 
I do believe now that you may kiss your bride.” 

Nolan’s lips brushed across mine and I felt drunk with so much 
happiness. I surrendered myself to him with complete contentment, as I 
became Emmalyn Grace O’Neill for real. 

The minister cleared his throat and at that point, we broke our kiss, 
hearing his voice as he held up the Bible and said, “I did not use the 
words from here, but I believe it to be extremely evident that these two 
people were placed together by the hands of God. I now present to you 
Mr. and Mrs. Nolan Hurley ONeill.” 

The pipes exploded with sound in the background. My son got to 
me first, but shook Nolan’s hand before he hugged me and said, “I am 
truly happy for you, Mom. I knew something was different with you 
when you came for spring break. It’s like Grandma and Grandpa’s story 
of writing to one another and falling in love over thousands of miles.” 

He turned to Nolan, saying, “Thank you. She deserves to be happy. I 
see that you do that for her.” 

Nolan grabbed Christian, hugging him. “You are a good man. Your 
mom and dad did a great job raising you. I will talk to you later about 
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making you a part of some of our new adventures. A few special ones 
that I’m involved in, but for now let’s enjoy the party.” 

Kate was next. She had tears in her eyes saying, “That was the most 
romantic wedding I have ever seen. Damn, Nolan, I didn’t know you 
had it in you. It’s obvious my friend here is beyond happy and that makes 
me extremely happy. Keep up the good work.” 

Deacon came up, shook Nolan’s hand and then hugged him. “I am 
truly happy for the two of you. Emmalyn, I cannot thank you enough 
for coming into this man’s life because he was unbearable.” We all started 
laughing. Then everyone else came up to hug us. There were tears and 
many congratulations. 

Nolan said, “Drinks are on me.” 

Then the servers came flowing out of the house to serve the guests 
with every drink possible. I had never heard of half the drinks that came 
around, like mulled wine, black velvets and warm whiskey. As I looked 
around, I was as Kate said, “elated with happiness.” 

We ate, drank and then we learned Irish dances. Nolan had hired 
dancers to teach us the Irish ways and partake in our reception. One of 
the dances we learned was the Gigue dance. It was amazing to watch, 
but very hard to do. ‘The other one, the Irish Ceili dance, was so much 
fun. All the women lined up holding hands. Kate was on one side of me 
and Ailbe, whom I had just met today, was on my other side. Ailbe was 
strikingly adorable and I was instantly fond of her. The boys lined up: 
Deacon, Nolan and Christian, across from us. I saw a flare between my 
son and Ailbe, but could see his mind was back in the States, thinking 
of a girl named Harper. Later on, I actually told him that and he didn’t 
disagree with me. I was thinking “progress.” 

Behind Kate, Ailbe, and me the other women had lined up. The 
men would come to us doing a little jig, almost a skipping step, as we 
held hands, made circles and went under the others’ arms as if playing 
London Bridges. The party went on until late. We were all tipsy. I was as 
giddy as a schoolgirl. 

Nolan stood on a chair and announced, “Listen, there are some 
traditions I cannot break. If you all will look on the tables over there, 
there are place cards that give instructions on what to say after we make 
a toast.” He stepped down and pulled me up beside him. Then he lifted 
the glass we shared, saying, “Please, everyone, pick up your glasses,” 
everyone followed suit. 

He handed me a piece of paper and I briefly looked at it and smiled up 
at him. The band had stopped playing. It was quiet as he squeezed my hand. 
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Together we said to our guests: “Friends and relatives so fond and 
dear, ‘tis our greatest pleasure to have you here. When many years this 
day has passed, fondest memories will always last. So we drink a cup of 
Irish mead, God’s blessing in hour of need.” 

Dermod piped up first, starting the guests’ response: 

“On this special day our wish to you, the goodness of the old and the 
best of the new, God bless you both who drink this mead, may it always 
fill your every need.” 

Everyone cheered and the night was ending. Looking into my 
husband’s face, I said, “This was magical. I’m a blessed woman to have 
you. Thank you for everything.” 

He turned me to face him, tugged me up against his long frame, and 
said, “The night is just getting started for us, Mrs. O’ Neill.” 

Then he kissed me tenderly and I felt a tingle go through my body 


with anticipation. 
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By the time we had tucked everyone into their own rooms, I was ready 
to be with my sexy husband. We had bantered all day and throughout 
the night, and my libido was on overdrive. He picked me up, carrying 
me through the doors of our bedroom. Then he kicked the door closed. 
The room was lit up with dozens of candles sparkling and winking their 
welcome to us. It was perfect. 

He squeezed me tighter. “Are you happy, wife?” 

“T’m beyond happy, my amazing husband. I’m still in awe of how you 
pulled this off.” 

He lowered me slowly down his body and I could feel his masterpiece 
touching every inch of me as I slid down his large frame. “Good. That's 
what I always want to hear from your lips. Come with me.” I laugh at 
myself because the words from Patti Austin song came drifting through 
my mind. “Baby, come to me let me put my arms around you, this was 
meant to be and I’m oh, so glad I found you.’ 

He led me to the bathroom, where more tiny candles blinked at us. A 
stunning black granite tub, with gold streaks running through the design, 
sat in the middle of the huge room, which had an old-style black-and-white 
checkered marble floor and creamy distressed chocolate glazed cabinets. 

He slowly started undressing me as the song lingered through my 
head. Her words couldn't have been more true. 

Thank goodness, I had chosen a vixen tan V-neck dress that gathered 
at the shoulders, circled around my body in layered tiers, and zipped 
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down the side for easy access. Nolan unzipped it and said, “Great color 
you picked out for today considering it went perfectly for our wedding. 
In Irish tradition, tan means I will be a loved man.” 

He let it fall from my shoulders, sliding down my hips to puddle into 
a pile around my ankles. I felt sexy in my matching white lace bra and 
panties and he whispered, “A’/ainn.” 

I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his slacks. They fell to the marble 
floor, where he flung them away with his foot. Aine must have slipped 
in just before we came upstairs, to prepare the tub with hot sudsy water. 
He stepped in before me to check the warmth. Then he picked me up 
and placed me facing him as we stood with suds halfway up our legs or, 
I should say, up my legs. He was so tall. He leaned down and kissed me, 
turning us so that we slowly slid beneath the water. I relaxed into his 
hard lean body. “You are incredible, you know. I’m a very lucky woman 
to have you in my life.” 

He pulled my chin up so he could kiss me. “I am the one who is 
lucky; luckier than any man I know.” 

I was lying chest to chest with him and he rubbed my lower back in 
slow deep circles. It felt divine. “I absolutely love everything that you did 
for me today. I still can’t believe my family is here. The flower idea and 
the way you presented them to me was just mesmerizing.” 

He kept rubbing my back as he talked. “In the old days, ancient 
custom had the new couple eat salt with oatmeal at the beginning of 
their reception. They would each take three mouthfuls as protection 
against the power of evil.” 

“Eww! I’m glad you didn’t make me participate in that particular 
custom.” 

He chuckled. “Also, when a couple is dancing, the bride is never 
supposed to take both her feet off the floor at once because the fairies 
would get the upper hand. Fairies love beautiful things and one of their 
favorites is the bride.” 

He gently reached under my arms and pulled me up so that I was 
facing his steely blues. “There are many Irish legends that say brides were 
spirited away by the little people, but no one will ever take you away 
from me. I would gladly give my life for you, Emmalyn.” 

“Irish, you did relay all that to me today. It was the most beautiful 
experience I’ve ever been a part of. I love you beyond words. ‘There is 
one thing you forgot today—a ring for you. I'd like to pick out the 
perfect ring.” 

“Minx, I don’t need a ring to make me your husband.” 
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“Maybe not, but I, as your wife, would like for you to have a symbol 
of love from me. And I might be a tad bit jealous and need to see a ring 
on your left finger so no woman will think you are not mine.” 

“T actually like the sound of that.” 

“Good, and now that’s settled, my handsome, sexy, smart husband, I 
want you to make sweet mystical love to your new wife.” 

He sealed his mouth with mine and squeezed, nipped and tugged in 
all the right places. He brought out the woman in me. He blew out some 
of the candles and hoisted my bottom up for his pleasure, setting me on 
the edge of the tub. It was slippery and I kept sliding back down so he 
braced his legs on both sides of me as he gobbled me up. 

We were delighted in one another as we consumed each other's 
bodies, taking as much as the other was willing to give. He effortlessly 
turned me over telling me to hold on to the towel bar for his advantage. 
I did. I wanted him inside me. I needed his flesh inside of my body. 
He grabbed my hips hard. We had bubbles all over us as he slid inside 
me with penetrating heat. His strength heightened my pleasure as he 
moved inside me, and my climax was fantastic. That was the first of 
many orgasms for both of us on our honeymoon night. 

Once in bed, we snuggled into each other, his body tightly tucked 
into mine; I started drifting into blissful sleep. I could have sworn I 
heard him say, “I wonder if tonight’s the night?” 

I awoke to a new pleasant friend, smiling at the thought of the extra- 
large intrusion and the newness of it, as Nolan purred, “Morning, wife.” 

I mumbled, “Well, good morning to you, husband.” 

He made love to me in the wee hours of the morning. It was quick and 
perfect, not one of our marathon sessions. I am not a morning person, 
but it satisfied our itch and that was fine with me. 

I was so excited that I couldn’t figure out what to wear. Nolan told 
me part of the surprise—that after breakfast Christian, Kate, Deacon, 
Nolan and I were actually going on a fox hunt. Well, not a real one, but 
close enough. He came around the corner of the door frame to his closet 
as I looked out from the corner of my eye and, damn, the man was sexy. 
He was in all black gear with red running along the hem of his coat. I ran 
back into the closet and picked out my matching outfit. I was brushing 
my hair as he came and stood behind me facing the mirror. 

“T will try to behave myself while Christian is around us. I don’t want 
him to feel awkward with our friskiness,” he said. 

“I would appreciate that, although I think he’s adjusting quite well to 
our romantic affair.” 
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“Mrs. O'Neill, it is not an affair. It was never an affair. You are my 
wife and, in time, I think he and I will be good friends. He reminds me 
a lot of Thomas, and of course, you. He has a gentle nature, but a free 
spirit for sure.” 

“Yes, he does. I was either dreaming or you were mumbling last night 
in your sleep. I thought I heard you say ‘tonight's the night’ or ‘I wonder 
if tonight’s the night.’ You said something like that.” 

“First of all, Emmalyn, I do not mumble. Second, you must have 
been dreaming. Third, it is time to go downstairs. We have guests 
waiting on us.” 

He tapped my ass before he turned on his heel and headed for 
the door. 

I said, “No kiss or anything?” 

I stuck my lower lip out in a pout. He walked back to me, picked me 
up, kissed me as if I was his favorite lollypop and asked, “Better?” 

Hell, yes, it was better. Duh! That’s what I wanted every morning. 
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For the last week, we all had enjoyed the big Irish breakfast each 
morning that Aine fixed. Nolan had rented a mini-bus and chauffeured 
us around every day, taking us to all the breathtaking places to see here on 
the west coast of Ireland, including the Cliffs of Moher. His knowledge 
added with a twist of old-fashioned flair made his stories of Ireland a 
delight for us all. We went to pubs and drank with the locals. Nolan, 
Deacon and his father surprised Kate, Aislinn and me by serenading us 
with an old folk song called “The Rose of Tralee,” which tells the tale of 
love for a girl who won the heart of an Irishman. 

Dermod had asked us if they sang like that to women in America. I 
had to say I had never witnessed anything so touching in all my life. He 
said he needed to go to America and teach the lads a few things and I 
could not argue with him. I agreed one hundred percent. 

Dermod and Aislinn had stayed in the castle with us all week. Between 
spending our mornings together for breakfasts and our afternoons 
sightseeing, everyone seemed to be getting along great. Christian and 
Nolan talked constantly and got along better than I could have ever 
dreamed and it made me happy. 

We all said our goodbyes to Dermod and Aislinn before the hunt. 
He was still recuperating from heart surgery, and the hunt might be 
too much for him, but everyone else was ready to go. Kate had come 
to our room earlier to borrow one of my riding outfits. She laughed at 
me because of the ridiculous amount of clothes I had and the extent 
of riding attire that belonged to a person who did not ride. I stuck my 
tongue out at her because I didn’t have a clue why Nolan bought all those 
clothes for me. Yes, I said that correctly, I had not bought a single outfit 
over here and I had only packed a small bag for our quick exit from the 
States. He was over the top, but how could I complain? The clothes were 
everything I loved and fit me perfectly. 

Kate was a trained rider. Well, hell, everyone was except for me. 
Christian even rode horses. Maybe not as expertly as the boys do here, 


Your Sout Was MApbE For MINE 207 


= 


but I was certain he was going to do just fine. Deacon and Christian were 
about the same size, so Deacon had brought extra attire for Christian. 

We were all standing at the fence line waiting for Nolan to introduce 
everyone to the master of the hounds. He explained the rules, mainly 
for Kate, Christian and me. He announced that today the hunt was 
drag hunting, which involved a person having dipped a cloth in a special 
chemical that put out the scent of a fox. All of this had been done earlier 
this morning, and the hounds would follow the scent. 

The scene before me looked like this: tall, taller, tallest, with black 
leather boots, red hunting coats, and white shirts with stock ties. All 
the men were in white breeches except for Nolan, who wore black on 
black, everything from his head to his toes. It was hard to pay attention 
to the rules because he was so damn mouthwateringly yammy that my 
thoughts were scandalous. I noticed Kate and Deacon bantering sweetly 
to one another. We had not had enough time just between the two of 
us for us to have girlie gossip. I was going to get her alone soon and get 
the scoop. 

Nolan was saying that he had pups that were coming along for the 
hunt too. They were thrown into the mix so they could have some 
fun along with the older dogs. Everyone had his or her own horse but 
me. I was riding with Nolan, although that would not be allowed in a 
real hunt. 

Kate winked at me, the horn sounded, the hounds, not dogs or 
puppies as I called them, were bellowing and we were in a slow trot. Nolan 
explained to me about the conduct in the field; in a real hunt, riders should 
always give the master, hunt staff and the hounds the right of way. You 
always were to turn your horse’s head facing the hounds and the master or 
the staff as they passed in front of you. We were to stay behind the field 
master at all times and follow his line. Most of the time I had no idea to 
what or whom Nolan was referring. 

Every once in a while someone would call out, “Hounds please.” This 
was to alert riders around you to give the hounds the right of way. I also 
heard them say, “ware hole” or “ware branch,” meaning there was a visible 
hole in the rider’s path or a low-lying tree branch. Since I was new to this I 
just wanted to scream out, “There is a damn hole in the ground,” or, shit, 
just say that branch just hit me in the head, but I was told any talking 
was bad manners so I stayed quiet and enjoyed the scenery. I noticed that 
Deacon’s horse had a red ribbon tied on its tail. I silently pointed it out to 
Nolan and he whispered in my ear, “His horse is a kicker; that red ribbon 
warns the other riders so they stay clear of his path.” 
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His soft warm breath tickled my senses. I nodded to let him know 
I understood. I saw Christian up ahead of us, but could not see anyone 
else at this stage in the hunt. 

We rode into a wooded area. My husband whispered, “I want you. 
My cock is so hard for you right now that the friction in my breeches is 
making me think dirty thoughts about my wife straddling me naked as 
she fucks me like a vixen on horseback.” 

I whispered back, “You better stop talking like that, husband, or I am 
going to strip my breeches off for the world to see and straddle your large 
dick until you scream my name.” 

“God, I love you, woman. Though youre killing my game because all I 
can think about is the arch of your back, the slimness of your hips, the dimple 
in your right butt cheek and my hard cock disappearing in and out of your 
sweet heaven, with me watching it stroke by stroke from behind you.” 

“Truth or dare, husband? Because if the truth were known I see no 
one around us, and | can fulfill your fantasy. Or are you daring me? 
Either way, husband, I’m up for the challenge.” 

“You are scandalous, Emmalyn. I think I’ve come up with a brilliant 
idea. I’m going to have velcro pants made just for the two of us so when 
were out riding I can have you and no one will know that we were 
actually caught up in one another’s bodies.” 

I put my lips out and pouted, “You're all talk and no action. How can 
you build me up just to leave me unfulfilled?” 

“Never, wife. Turn around and face me, Minx.” I scooted around in 
the saddle and he kissed me passionately. 

“T think PIl go with dare, wife. Take your pants off and pull them 
down past your ankles.” 

Now we're talking! I knelt up on my knees and Nolan helped balance 
me on Blanket’s back. That’s what I called his beautiful horse, because 
there was no way I could say his whole name. I quickly yanked my 
breeches down and they dangled from one leg. He had already released 
his package and it was standing tall and proud. It was free for my taking 
so I mounted up and slid down the long length of him. I rode his dick 
hard and fast, his hands on my hips rocking us, keeping us in perfect 
rhythm. He loosened his grip and with his free hand started rubbing 
my clit with his wild accuracy. I felt my first peak of my climax tickle 
through my body tingling down to my toes. It hit me in waves. I felt 
Nolan release his seed into my body as we deliriously let ourselves go 
over the edge. He held me tight as we both panted, waiting for the world 
to tilt back right on its axis. 
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“Damn! I think I like the ‘dare’ part more than the ‘truth’ part, now 
that I’ve just played my first real game. Thank you, my Minx. That was 
fantastic.” 

“And that, husband, is how it’s done. Oh, lord! Hurry, I hear someone 
coming.” 

We hastily readjusted our outfits just as Kate wandered up to us. 

“Dammit, I am just a few seconds too late to see the newlyweds in 
porn action. The title would read, ‘Enthusiastic Irishman on wicked 
horseback wrestled by an American fanatic.” 

“Nice, Kate, real nice. You, my dear friend, are just jealous.” 

“Yes, Iam. Both of you are brats.” 

We walked the horses side by side and Kate said, “If you want to join 
the boys, Em could ride with me. I’m not so good at hunting.” 

Nolan looked down at me. I smiled at him. “Oh, go ahead. I’m done 
with you for now.” 

We all busted out laughing. Then just as quickly, we quieted down, 
looking around us to make sure we were not disturbing anyone. Nolan 
kissed me and said, “I’ll see you soon. I miss you already,” and then 
he was off to find the hounds. Damn, he looked good on Blanket. 
His horse was a rare creature and Nolan riding him at a run was a 
spectacular sight. 

I looked back at Kate and she shook her head. “So, what’s the 
scoop, Katlyn?” 

She was grinning from ear to ear. “I’m so damn happy for you, Em, 
but I’m jealous in countless ways.” 

We giggled. “Tell me, is he as good as he looks? Please?” 

“Girl, my lips are sealed. If I told you, you'd be even more jealous.” 

“God! Finally you can tell me some fantastic sex stories instead of me 
having to give up all my stories.” 

“Seriously, Kate, I gave you great sex stories for years compared to 
your one-a- year male debauching.” 

“Whatever. Lay it on me. Hell, I could probably tell you the story. It’s 
written all over your face.” 

I started laughing. “What do you want to hear? He is the most 
extraordinary man I’ve ever met? Yes, he is. I don’t have a line-up, because 
I’ve only been with two men, but our sex is out of this world. I never 
knew my body could do so many different things all at once. In fact, it’s 
so fucking good that his touch alone makes me pant like a cat in heat.” 

“OMG, Emmalyn Sto—I mean O’Neill—you are a nymphomaniac.” 

“T know. Who would ever have thought innocent Emmalyn a damn 
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nympho? Just hearing the word makes me want to run off and find him 
so we can do it all over again.” 

She hugged me tight, “You crack me up, friend, but I love you.” 

“T love you too. I’ve missed you, my longtime friend.” 

“Yeah, I think I’ve been booted out of this scenario.” 

“You know that will never happen. We haven't talked about where 
we're going to live. I hope it’s part-time here and part-time back home.” 

“I guess I need to sell my company so I can be here when youre 
here and home when you're home. So, it’s killing me, Em, can I ask you 
something girl to girl? What is it truly like? I mean, it seems mystical. 
Who the hell gets mystical endings?” 

“Oh, Kate, it’s hard to explain. I don’t even know, it’s crazy, a miracle. 
If hadn’t seen Thomas and his angel Calista at the gravesite, who knows 
if I'd be here right now.” 

“T know, it truly is crazy. You know, that’s how Nolan got me on his 
side. Well, first he got my attention because he knew about my baby. I 
knew it was just us three amigos that knew the truth. Since Thomas was 
gone and it left just you and me, well, it was a lot to comprehend, but in 
the end I couldn’t fight all the facts that he laid out before me.” 

“Wait! What? How did Nolan know about your little girl?” 

“His angel Calista told him. He tried telling me everything else first, 
but I thought he was crazy. The last shot he had to winning me over for 
your cause was to tell me the truth about my little girl and it worked.” 

“T didn’t know that. Wow. You know, sometimes I have to pinch myself 
to know that I’m here. I think I’m going to wake up from a phenomenal 
dream and be the widow once again. That night when I saw Calista, peace 
flooded through my body, and the pain of losing Thomas doesn’t hurt like 
it did. A part of me feels sad a year of my life is gone, but the other half feels 
guilty as hell that I’m this lucky and so blissfully happy.” 

“You know you deserve to be happy. You're fortunate that you 
survived it and hopefully this is your reward to all that madness.” 

Kate believed in God, but because she had given her baby up for 
adoption, she felt she did not deserve happily-ever-after, no matter how 
many times I told her otherwise. She and Nolan were a lot alike in 
this area. “So, my willful friend, is that why you're holding back with 
Deacon? Because you think you're not worthy of great love?” 

“I'm not always willful and I’m definitely not worthy. God, more 
than anything I wish I would have gone and found her, Em, after I 
graduated from college. You told me to go find her. I just don’t believe 
that God shows favor to a girl like me.” 
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“That is total bullshit, Kate. You did the best thing under the 
circumstances for her. Yes, you could have tried to find her. You still can. 
What the hell is stopping you? Is it fear? If that’s the case then you are 
more fucked up than I realized.” 

“Tell me how you really feel, Em ... me fucked up, seriously?” 

“Yes, you. Do you think I’m stupid? Kate, you use men, then leave 
them hanging on the line as you go on with life like there’s nothing 
wrong. Well, here is my advice, friend. I heard this same advice from a 
wise woman whom I love very much. Life is too damn short. Either you 
need to let your little girl go, or you need to find her. Either way you need 
to move on in life, because how you're living now, that isn’t really living, 
and deep down you know it.” 

Snap, crunch, snap. We both looked to our right. “Did you hear that?” 
she asked. 

“Yeah, it’s probably a rabbit. Nolan and I saw the biggest rabbit I’ve 
ever seen last week. It had the biggest feet. I'd say at least as big as Nolan’s 
and he’s a size thirteen. Its ears stood tall and straight; it looked like the 
rabbit in ‘Alice in Wonderland, but not animated.” 

I looked around us and nothing was as it should be. I got a weird 
feeling that climbed up my spine. “Do you know where we are, hell, 
where we're even going?” 

“T don't know, I thought the damn horse would lead us to the hounds. 
I’ve never been on a hunt before. The only reason I knew as much as | did 
is because Deacon filled Christian and me in on some of the details on 
the six-hour flight over here.” 

“Something is off, Kate. We need to get out of here.” 

She was pulling on the reins when a man stepped out of the woods 
holding a shotgun, saying, “Where are you headed, ladies?” 

My heart actually stuttered and Kate froze. “Um, hello there, I think 
were kind of lost, sir. We are on a hunt with Mr. O'Neill.” 

“Well, well, well, are you now?” he said. “Then I’m a lucky man. 
You're just who I’ve been looking for.” 

“Oh, thank God, Kate. Nolan has sent for us. We must have gotten 
off the path as we were, you know, girl-talking.” 

Kate nudged me in the back as she whispered, “Something is very 
wrong with this man.” 

I had the same feeling. His accent was off. He was not just Irish. He 
sounded almost French. 

“T think it’s time you two slid off that horse real easy now. I’m not so 
good with this here gun.” 
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“You know, sir, I think a better idea is we just turn around and go 
back in the direction we came from. We are so sorry that we disturbed 
you. Oh my gosh, are we on your land?” 

He cocked the shotgun. “Maybe I didn’t make myself clear to the two 
of you. Get off the fucking horse now, you worthless bitches.” 

I looked back at Kate and slowly slid down off the horse. She followed 
suit as we stood in shock. We were both shaking as he said, “Walk ahead 
of me. It’s time to get this party started.” 
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“Good job, Christian. You make me proud.” 

Christian was smiling as his horse had outwitted us all. “That was 
very cool, Nolan.” His smile faded as he looked beyond me, yelling, 
“Shit, is that Aunt Kate’s horse?” 

Dread seeped throughout my body as we all turned and saw the horse 
coming toward us. Holy shit! How long ago had I left them? 

“Deacon, round up the boys. They cannot be far. Christian, I need 
you to head south along the ridge. Pll backtrack to where I left them. We 
need to start calling their names out.” 

Christian jumped down off his horse and walked around Finnegan. 
He looked up at me and said, “Fuck me, there’s a note stabbed into the 
horse. He has blood all over his rump.” 

I jumped down, walking to Christian. I eased the knife out of 
Finnegan. “Easy, boy.” He was in pain, but there was not a damn thing 
I could do about it. With my hand I wiped the note off as well as I could 
and read: 

“Tai vos putains. Venir les chercher, papa. Mettons-nous la fete 
commence.” 

Christian was staring at me with disbelief. “Is this a joke? It’s written 
in French. Mom doesn’t know French. You have a son? What the hell is 
going on, Nolan?” 

“Christian, I don’t know what’s going on. No, I don't have a son, 
at least not to my knowledge.” I couldn’t imagine who would do this 
right out in the open. And who would threaten or kidnap anything that 
was mine?’ 

Deacon said, “What does it say?” 

Christian answered him, “It says, ‘I have the whores. Come and get 
us. Let us get this party started.” 

I looked at both of them. Christian knew French; good thing to 
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know. “Okay, as hard as it is, we all need to stay calm and put our heads 
together. Deacon, call Conner.” 

“I’m already on it. I just tried to call Kate and nothing. I should be 
able to get her location.” 

Christian was stalking back and forth, “What? How?” 

“Christian, we will talk about that later. Right now we need to find 
your mom and Kate.” 

I was sick with thoughts of her being hurt. In addition, I was going 
to kick Deacon’s ass. What was he thinking, putting the device on Kate? 

Oh, God, please hear me. Do not let anything happen to them. We 
rode back to the stables, handing the horses to Kean, one of my grooms. 
I ran up the front steps yelling back over my shoulder, “Get a vet here for 
Finnegan,” and went to my study. 

My father came through the door saying, “Who could have done 
this, Nolan?” 

I shook my head. I could not speak. I handed the bloodstained letter 
to him and he paled. “He is trying to send you a message.” 

“It has been a couple of hours. It isn’t their blood, athair. Itis Finnegan's. 
Whoever the bastard is stabbed the note into his hindquarters.” 

My father looked at Christian and spoke softly, “Son, can I talk to 
Nolan alone, please?” 

“Hell no, damn it, that’s my mother and aunt out there somewhere. 
Don't shut me out. I have already lost one goddamn parent to this 
country and I will not lose my mother to it too.” 

I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “We are going to find them.” 

“Please let me help. I’m smart,” he said. “Fill me in on anything that 
you can think of that might be going on.” 

I looked at him with sadness as he shouted, “Damn it, three heads 
are better than one.” 

“Christian, calm down. What is it, Father? If it isn’t the blood, then 
what has you scared?” 

My father shook his head, “Nolan, if I did not know better, if I had 
not held him in my arms in death, that handwriting looks like Mack’s.” 

Immediately Christian jumped in. “Who’s Mack and what does he 
have to do with my mother?” He looked at me and my heart broke. He 
saw the look on my face as I paled. “Damn it, Nolan, this Mack is not 
after my mother. He’s after you. What the hell did you do to him to 
make him come after you through her?” 

I shook my head as thoughts of the past resurfaced. “Christian, he 
was my uncle but I killed the man many years ago. It isn’t Mack.” 
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I decided that later on I would tell him everything about Mack. I 
owed him that much. He was a smart lad. He deserved to know the 
truth. His mother was in great danger and I did not know how this story 
was going to end. 

“So,” Christian said, “if you killed him twenty years ago, who is 
doing this, his kid?” 

My father said, “It could be. I didn’t know of him having a child. But 
if so, maybe he was told differently of the facts or maybe whoever his 
mother is has put a vendetta in his head.” 

My head was splitting in two. My mind wandered back to that day. 
Did I overlook anything that day that would suggest he had a son? My 
internal phone system started ringing so I answered it, “Deacon.” My 
father and Christian could only hear my side when I said, “What? And 
why would you do that?” 

They both looked at me as if I was crazy. “Wait for me. I'll be there 
in ten.” 

Apparently, Kate had wanted to try our phone device and because of 
her braveness, we had them located. 

“Dad, you stay here. Christian, come with me.” 

I unlocked the gun case and grabbed two shotguns. “Do you know 
how to use one of these?” 

Christian nodded and said, “Seriously? I’m from South Carolina.” 

“Good.” I handed it to him and said, “Listen, before you come with 
me, let me make this very clear to you. Here in Ireland they have strict 
laws on firearms. What we are doing now is breaking the law.” 

He didn’t bat an eye or respond to my statement. We did not say 
a word. Shit! There really was nothing to say. Deacon saw my car and 
pulled out in front of me. I followed him like a hound chasing a fox. We 
pulled up on the side of the road about five minutes later. Christian and 
I stepped out. 

Deacon was looking all around the ground. “She must have scuffled 
with whoever has them.” He leaned down and picked up the earpiece. 
“They're gone. Nolan, I am sorry.” 

“Deacon, track her watch.” 

Kate didn’t have the internal kind of DNS; she had the one that read 
through her watch. Deacon shook his head, “Something is wrong with 
it. I can’t get a reading on it.” 

Christian said, “What the eff is going on?” 

He reminded me of Emmalyn in that moment, the way he said that 
phrase. I almost hugged him just so I could feel closer to her. For a 
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second time in one day, I revealed things that were personal and private, 
and explained our concept of new technology. 

An earpiece that, if it were still on Kate, we'd have them safe by now. 
I now looked around and wondered where in the hell would a man like 
him take them. We needed the hounds. We needed answers and more 
than anything, I desperately needed my wife. 


Emmatlyn 


It seemed like we drove for hours, Kate and I tied together and gagged 
because we talked too much. Well, that’s what he said. I was praying and 
praying that our lives would be spared. I knew in the end it was in God’s 
hands no matter what I prayed. I listened to the man, who appeared 
to be schizophrenic. He would talk in Irish with one voice and then 
in French with another voice. Then he'd say bizarre things in English, 
mean, nasty words. 

I tried to stay calm. He had already slapped Kate before we got in his 
vehicle. That was when I knew violence was a friend to him. We needed 
to stay as clear-headed as possible. I felt the beat-up four-door car coming 
toa stop. Then he pulled us out into the open. There was an old house off 
to the right and a large broken-down barn to the left with smaller barns 
surrounding the area. He pushed us ahead of him. The smell of mold and 
dust choked me as we went through the barn doors. 

He screamed at us to sit in the middle of the dirty floor, and tied us toa 
nasty old pole. Kate was mumbling something. I desperately wanted her to 
stop agitating him. I knew from my experience with children and watching 
the trained teachers who worked with the more aggressive children that 
keeping this man calm was our ticket out of here if there was one. 

I watched and listened as the filthy man paced back and forth in 
front of us. He was talking on a cell phone, speaking in French. It was 
strange and terrifying. One minute he would speak quietly, the next 
minute he would be fuming. It was scary to witness such emotional 
turmoil. At least he had taken our gags out and it was so much easier 
to breathe. He said if we talked to each other or to him he would gag 
us and not take them off again. My legs were cramping, my stomach 
was churning and I was so thirsty that it felt like I had grown a cotton 
field in my mouth. He hung up the phone as he looked over at Kate 
and then at me. 
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“Are you two enjoying your hotel stay?” he asked sarcastically. 

We looked at each other, then back at him. Hell, I knew I was not 
saying a word. If he gagged me again I would die. I needed water. At 
that moment water was the only thing I could focus on. I watched him 
as he slowly shook his head at us. “So you are both a little smarter than | 
thought. Okay, you can speak now. You,” he pointed to me, “answer me.” 

My voice sounded scratchy even to my ears. “We are fine. Can we 
please have some water?” 

“Well, now, since you ask me so nicely, yes, you may have a drink, but 
tell me which one of you is Mrs. O'Neill?” 

I told him I was. He came over to us and pulled me up against his 
body. I thought I was going to be ill. His breath smelled like rotten eggs. 
He smiled and said, “I knew it was you. I just wanted to see if you would 
tell me the truth. Do I look familiar to you, luv?” 

Hell, no, I thought. His teeth looked like something from a horror show, 
with black pitted holes and yellowy-brown plaque that showed he had never 
brushed his teeth a day in his life, but I kindly said, “No, sir, I don’t know 
you.” He looked me up and down. I had never felt so dirty in all my life. 

He turned and walked out the barn and returned in a minute with 
a jug of water. He handed it to me and I took a swallow quickly, then 
started spitting half of it back out because it was whiskey or bourbon, 
I wasn't sure which. My legs felt like jelly. 1 coughed and took another 
swallow to get liquid down my throat. I bent down to give Kate some. The 
burn was still sliding down the back of my throat as she said, “Thanks.” I 
smiled at her and mouthed, “We are going to be okay.” 

I stood up and handed the jug back to him. He laughed as he spat 
out, “City folks. Shit, you don’t know what good liquor is.” He then 
stepped back a few steps and said, “Take a real good look at me.” 

I looked him up and down shaking my head at him and said, “Sorry, 
I don’t know you.” He shoved me away from him as if I was filth. I 
slammed into the pole that Kate was still tied to. He screamed, “Look 
harder, you whore!” 

Kate was crying and said, “Stop! My God! Have mercy. We do not 
know you. We do not know why you have kidnapped us. We do not 
know shit about anything, so please stop hurting us!” 

I leaned back a little farther to try to bring him into focus. Everything 
was fuzzy. He was tall, probably six-two. As I observed his appearance 
there wasn’t much to see, but I noticed his hair was in thick black 


ringlets. I couldn't see the color of his eyes and he appeared to be in his 
mid-thirties. 
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Then he cocked his head at me in the same way Nolan did and 
something clicked. “Holy shit, are you Nolan’s brother?” 

He was not happy with my response. “Brother, no, you fucking bitch. 
I am his fucking son.” 

He rattled on about my mistaking him for Nolan’s brother. Again, the 
abnormal characteristics of split personality appeared when he became 
upset. He talked in Irish, and then went back to French. It was crazy. 
Kate and I held hands. This man was very unstable. I whispered to her, 
“Stay calm, Kate, and don’t talk unless he asks you to.” 

His madness went on for several minutes. Then just as fast as 
his rambling began, he came back to us as if he hadn’t just been in 
his own world. His voice was clear and firm. “I am Nolan O’Neill’s 
son. He has never acknowledged me. With all his fucking money, 
he never helped my mother with me or accepted responsibility for 
his fuck-up. 

“Therefore, he will either pay me for what I’m due, or you two,” he 
waved his hand back and forth, “will suffer horrible things just like 
I have!” With every word, his voice got rougher, more deeply filled 
with rage. 

“Maybe he doesn’t know about you,” I said. “I’m sure if he knew of 
you he would help you.” 

That was apparently the wrong thing to say because he was on me 
like white on rice. He yanked me up off the floor by my hair, ranting 
and raging that I was disrespecting his mother’s words. I was an insolent 
whore just like his fucking mother. 

Holy hell! I could not keep up with his craziness. It seemed that I 
was now to him both the good and bad sides of his mother. My mind 
searched for words to say to soothe him but I came up blank. Finally, 
after a few seconds I said, “What is your mother’s name?” 

He pushed me away from him, “What? Why the hell do you want to 
know?” He looked at me oddly. “I will give you some credit. He at least 
fucking married you. So do you have a bastard growing inside you too, 
whore?” 

I shook my head. “No, I cannot have children. My name is Emmalyn. 
What is your name?” 

“I know your name and yours,” he pointed to Kate, “You are a fancy 
up-town girl from America.” Then he pointed back to me. “You were a 
poor lonely widow, boo-fucking-hoo!” 

He went on, “My mother is Margarita Fontaine and I am Cabhan 
Derry O'Neill, at your service,” as he dipped into a perfect bow. 
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My mind was screaming 70, but there was a chance that this ridiculous 
man could be Nolan’s son. I wasn’t sure of the spelling of his name—it 
sounded to me like “Kav-an,” the way he said it. “Cabhan is a handsome 
name. It suits you,” I told him. He looked me in the eyes for an eternity 
it seemed, and then he turned and walked out, talking in his gibberish. 

Kate said, “What are you doing?” 

“I’m trying to keep us alive, Kate. He is mad and there is a small 
possibility that that man could be Nolan’s son.” 

I then told her the shorter version of the real story of Nolan’s past. We 
sat in total silence. The only sound was our breathing as we both silently 
cried, each of us lost to our feelings and wounds of long ago. We could 
hear Cabhan outside talking to himself. I couldn’t make out what he was 
saying. I thought I heard a woman’s voice, but was not certain. 

I whispered to Kate, “Do you think he’s contacted Nolan yet?” 
We were exhausted, dirty and not knowing how long this abduction 
would continue. 

Kate whispered, “God! I pray that my little girl is not as fucked up 
as he.” She wept openly. I could not help but think that as crazy as all 
this was, there might be purpose through this unforeseen event. I put 
my arms around her and she cried harder, “Oh, Emmalyn, what have I 
done to her?” 

“Shh. It will be okay. Stop killing yourself over this. When we get 
home we will find her and if she needs help, Kate, we'll get the finest 
therapist in the world.” 

Kate just cried harder. “I want to see my baby, Emmalyn. I fought for 
so long to be strong. It takes this, to be fucking kidnapped in another 
country, to wake my ass up. I am so screwed up. I’m the one who needs 
the fucking therapist. I went to Kim for years and thought I was doing 
well. Then, after Justin, I realized that I was hiding from myself and now 
look at me. I am a shell of a woman just as you said, ‘burying myself in 
work’ and screwing men just so that I can feel in charge because of what 
happened to me as a teenager.” 

He came walking back in. “Oh, Kate, are you having a bad day? lam 
sorry. What can I do to help you feel better?” He pulled her out of my 
arms and cut the rope that held her to the pole, then placed his lips over 
hers. She gagged and pushed herself away from him. He went to grab her 
again and she shoved her elbow into his nose. 

Blood gushed from his face and he said, “Oh, you like it rough. Me 
too, bitch.” He yanked her arm around and pinned her to the pole. She 
screamed and I yelled for him to stop. Then he kicked me and I think I 
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actually saw stars, but I saw him cover her mouth. She bit his hand and 
he yelped with pain. 

It was like a dream happening in slow motion. And out of the darkness 
with a rush of noise the doors flew open with dust spreading out like a 
halo. I have never been more grateful in my life to see my husband, 
Deacon and my beautiful son come storming in like the cavalry. They 
had shotguns aimed and ready, but Cabhan was holding a pistol and he 
lifted it up against Kate’s head, saying, “Drop them or she is dead.” 


357 F 


Nolan 


I stepped forward and that little cock-sucker said, “I would not do 
that if I were you, Papa.” 

“I'm not your fucking papa. I’m your cousin. Your father was my 
uncle McKenzie. It’s state record, you dumb fuck, haven’t you ever 
looked at your birth certificate? Kid, if you laid one finger on my wife, so 
help me God, I will kill you where you stand. You have one decision to 
make tonight, lad, do you want to live?” 

I took another step forward. I could see the fear in his eyes as his 
plans were ruined. He questioned his own story. I had my shotgun 
aimed right between his eyes. He went to take a step back. Kate made 
her move, stomping on his left foot, which was all I needed. I turned 
my shotgun around fast and hit him with the butt, right between his 
eyes. As his gun fell, I charged him and we went down in a tackle. I 
proceeded to beat the shit out of him until he didn’t move. For good 
measure, I hit him again. 

I heard Emmalyn screaming for me to stop. Through the fog I finally 
heard her say, “You're going to kill him. Stop it, Nolan!” 

Her hand grabbed my shoulder. That was all it took to bring me out 
of my fury. I turned as she fell against me. I breathed her in and held 
her tight. As I looked around the area, the smell and old memories 
flooded through me and it made me want to vomit. I couldn’t believe 
that he had actually brought her to this place. The place on earth 
that was my living hell. Did he know the truth of this place? I picked 
Emmalyn up and walked out of the barn. I looked around, looking 
for Kate, seeing that Deacon held her in his arms. Christian dragged 
Cabhan outside. 

“Where are the police, Nolan?” 

“There are no police here, Emmalyn.” 

“What are you going to do to him?” 
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I yelled out and six men came out of hiding. “I want it burnt to the 
ground, everything, the house, the outbuildings, burn it all.” 
“Yes, sir,” came a man’s voice, “we'll handle it—now, get them out 


of here.” 


Emmatlyn 


Christian said some things in French to Cabhan, who returned 
some words to Christian. They didn’t sound like pleasant words. Then 
Christian yelled out to Nolan just as a woman appeared out of the dirt. It 
must have been a cellar of some sort, but it was like a horrendous dream 
appearing before my eyes. A shot sounded. All I saw was blood draining 
out of Nolan. He had been hit. We both tumbled down. Nolan hit first 
and I landed on top of him. 

“Oh God! No, no, no, this cannot be happening!” I screamed. 

I wasn’t sure what happened after that. It was chaotic. Deacon was 
driving. I held Christian’s shirt to Nolan’s shoulder and he was coming 
in and out of consciousness. 

“Hold on, Nolan baby, don’t you dare leave me here alone.” 

Christian, beside me, said, “Hold on, man. Mom, he is going to be 
okay. How much fucking farther is it to the hospital, Deacon?” 

“We're almost there.” Deacon said in a calm voice. 

The car stopped. Deacon jumped out and then Nolan was lifted out 
of my arms. I saw him vanishing through the double doors. I observed it 
all in a dreamlike state. Christian pulled me out of the vehicle, holding 
me up. 

“God, Mom, I’m so glad you are safe. I have never been so scared in 
all my life. The thought of you... Shit.” 

“Oh, Christian, honey, Pll be okay.” 

I was terrified, but I was numb. Two nurses came rushing out and | 
heard Deacon barking orders at someone. They led us into the hospital: 
Through the same doors Nolan went through, except they took me into 
a small room. They laid me on a table to examine me to see if I had been 
injured. Christian waited outside. I heard them asking me questions, 
but could not make any sense of what they were saying. The last thing I 
remember is closing my eyes and forgetting the world. 
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When I awoke, Kate and Christian were standing on each side of me. 
I slowly took in the sights around the room. 

“Hey, what happened?” My voice sounded distant to my ears. 

Kate said, “You passed out on the nurses. They're running some 
blood tests. Apparently the bullet nicked your shoulder, but you're going 
to be fine.” 

I sat straight up, remembering in a rush that Nolan had been shot. 
“Dear God, where is Nolan?” 

“Mom, he’s fine. The bullet passed through him clean, but when 
the two of you fell, it shifted, but it didn’t do major damage. They’re 
cleaning the wound now. The nurse told us that his reaction to the 
shot was possibly due to the vast amount of adrenaline that was already 
overwhelming his central nervous system. He also has a mild concussion 
from hitting his head when the two of you fell.” 

I just stared at Christian, letting his words sink in. A nurse came in 
and | heard myself saying, “I want to see my husband.” 

The nurse smiled, which made me feel better, a type of reassurance 
that said that all was well. “He is asking for you, too, Mrs. O'Neill. I was 
coming to check and see if you were awake.” 

I hopped from the bed. Actually, I eased out of the bed. My body 
felt sluggish and sore. Kate and Christian said they'd wait for me in the 
room. Damn it, Thomas, I thought, you said happy ever after. This isn’t 
happy ever after. 

I followed the petite nurse to a wide door at the end of the hall. She 
hit a large round silver button on the wall and, abracadabra, the glass 
doors slid open and we walked through. My shoulder was sore. I looked 
down at it, seeing it bandaged, wrapped up like a Christmas package. 
Jeez, and over a scratch. 

She opened the door to the room and my eyes met Nolan’s. My heart 
skipped a beat. I rushed to the bed. His right arm was wrapped up better 
than mine and restricted with a sling. He had white gauze swathed 
around his head. It looked like a halo, and he looked like my angel. 

He took my hand in his and said, “I am so sorry.” 

“Oh, Nolan, stop it. This isn’t your fault. I won't lie to you, it was 
scary, but Kate and I will be okay. You are my champion. The sight of 
you three coming through the door was what I was praying for. I think 
at this moment if Thomas were here I’d slap his face. This isn’t what I 
call happily ever after.” 

I didn’t want to hurt him, but I leaned over and kissed him. I knew 
my breath smelled like liquor. I smelled of mold, old dirty hay and I 
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desperately wanted a shower more than anything to cleanse all the filth 
of the day away. He looked so sad. It broke my heart. 

Then he looked at me and shocked me when he said, “Emmalyn, 
Thomas was there. He stepped in front of us. So don’t be too hard on 
him. He saved my life.” 

My mouth hung open and he continued, “They want me to stay for 
observation. I want to go home. I already signed the papers. Deacon 
went to get me some clothes since they sliced mine away. Deacon told 
me that when the doctor found out it was I, well, they rather went into 
overdrive. They must have wanted to make sure I lived.” 

As shocked as I was, I smiled at him. “You saw Thomas? I didn’t see 
him. I guess God and Thomas were listening to my prayers. Oh, Nolan, 
you scared me. I thought, ‘Please God! Don’t make me go through this 
again.” 

He was shaking his head back and forth. “I only saw him for a second, 
and then all went dark. He didn’t speak to me. Hell, maybe I dreamt 
it. I went ballistic when I came into that barn. I have a much better 
understanding now of what my father endured seeing me hurt. When 
I saw you there, treated as if you were an animal, I thought to kill that 
lad. Then I looked at Kate. Her eyes were as big as saucers. I knew she 
was gripped with fear. I don’t know, Emmalyn, she made her move and 
so did I. The only regret I have is that this happened to you and Kate. 
Everything was so damn perfect. I’m so damn sorry.” 

“Shh. Stop it. I will not let you take the blame for this. You had no 
idea that the man existed or that he kidnapped us for money. Did he 
ever call you?” 

“Is that what he asked for, money? No, he didn’t. We found you 
through Kate’s watch. She had on a device, but it was on the roadside. 
What happened?” 

“Well, he told Kate and me that he’d called you. Kate didn’t say she 
had one of those devices. She scufHled with Cabhan and it must have 
happened right before he put us in the back of his vehicle.” 

Nolan slowly tried to stand up. He was a little unstable on his feet. 
Luckily, Deacon came in at that moment and helped hold him up. 
He helped me get Nolan into his jeans and put the tee shirt over his 
head. We left his injured arm under his shirt; there was no way to get it 
through the opening. He wrapped his arm around my waist, “I’m ready 
to go home.” 

I watched Deacon with Nolan. He wasn’t just a guy that worked for 
him. He cared a great deal for the man towering over both of us. I was 
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under one arm and Deacon was under the other. I was at a disadvantage 
because of our height differences as we walked him to the door. As soon 
as Christian saw us, he came up to take my place. Nolan refused to get 
in the wheelchair. Deacon had his Land Rover waiting at the curb and 
we climbed in. We sat in silence on the way home. I think each of us was 
going over the last twenty-four hours of our lives. We all wanted to tell 
our stories but were too exhausted to make any sense. I believed each of 
us knew we were forever changed by this event. 

I kissed and hugged Kate good night and closed the door. We had 
talked and cried, but we were both grateful that it wasn’t worse for either 
of us. Everyone was now tucked into bed for the night. Fatigue had set 
in long ago. I had just crawled into bed when I heard a light tapping on 
the bedroom door. 

Aine said, “Mrs. O'Neill,” as she peeped around the door. “I saw the 
light on and was wondering if there is anything I can get you before I 
retire for the night.” 

“No, I’m good, Aine. Thank you.” 

She slowly walked over and said, “I’m so glad you're okay.” Then 
she looked over at Nolan. “Oh, he be sleeping. Good, that’s real good 
for him.” 

“Yes, he’s finally sound asleep.” 

“Okay then, everyone good.” She shyly smiled at me. 

I nodded my head. “Aine...” 

“Yes, mum.” 

“Where are you from?” 

She smiled big. “I am from Jamaica, ma'am, and Mr. O'Neill here, 
well, let’s just say that he saved me. Yes, he did. He’s a good man. That is 
a story for another night though. Good night, Mrs. O’Neill.” 

“Good night, Aine.” 

I looked down at Nolan’s face. Even as he slept, he was beautiful. Of 
course, I would never say that to him aloud, because it was unpleasant 
for him to hear, but he truly was. We both looked worse for wear, that 
was for sure. When I brushed my teeth earlier I noticed a faint bruise 
forming over my left eye. I had an egg-size bump on the back of my head 
and, as crazy as it sounded, I didn’t remember how it happened. 

Nolan moaned in his sleep. I brushed his hair away from his forehead. 
“Sleep! Everything is okay.” We were meeting with the police in the 
morning. I turned the lights off and tried to get comfortable. After a 
long time and way too many thoughts of the long day, I finally drifted 
into a sound sleep. 
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The next morning we all sat in the study, looking roughed-up mentally 
and physically. Each one of us told our side of the story as Flynn, the 
garda, or policeman, took notes. Then he said, “I would like to tell you of 
the statements that I received from each of the suspects. However, before 
you say it is or is not true, please let me finish everything I know up until 
now and wait before you question me on anything I say.” 

It was amazing as I saw the attorney appear in Christian's demeanor. 
He sat up straighter, then eased back in his chair. He was going to 
make an excellent attorney. I was proud of him. When Nolan gave his 
statement, I was stunned at how effectively he told his story, thinking 
only a few people knew of his mistreatment, but the only person who 
looked shocked was Deacon and I realized that everyone in the room 
knew, but him and the garda. I would have to ask Nolan about that later. 

Officer Flynn went on to tell the story of Cabhan. “He was born to 
Margarita Fontaine, who had many lovers.” I looked at Nolan and he 
squeezed my hand as the garda continued. 

“Neighbors say he ran away as a teenager and no one saw him again 
until he was in his twenties. He had always been a troubled boy. Cabhan 
told me that he had fallen in love with one of the whores who worked 
with Margarita, and her name was Anthea Bannan. It was Anthea who 
shot Mr. O’Neill and was hiding in the cellar yesterday. She said when 
she saw Cabhan being held by a man, she fired the gun, but didn’t mean 
for it to hit anyone. She told me he talked her into this scheme. He says 
the exact opposite. That is, when we are talking to Cabhan and not one 
of his other characters. Unfortunately, no one has seen or heard from 
Margarita Fontaine in five years. Our police force has handed that part 
of the case back over to France. 

“As for the duo, they will be taken back to France, unless we find any 
other reason to detain them here. Without Ms. Fontaine’s side of the 
story we have no real facts. Neighbors gave statements years ago, people 
that lived near them in France. The reports read that he was a violent kid, 
but mainly kept to himself, that almost anything and everything could 
or would set him off. It could be something as small as someone walking 
by him too close to him and he’d push them out of his way. They said 
that Ms. Fontaine seemed sad during those years that he was away. Other 
statements say that she was a sweet, caring woman who always helped 
everyone in need. As for Cabhan and you two,” he nodded towards Kate, 
then me, “everything coincides with your statements. He is a delusional 
man. I am grateful that you two were not hurt more seriously. 

“I have had a hell of a time with him in holding. No one can go 
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near him. For some strange reason he keeps screaming your name, Mrs. 
O’Neill, and he addresses you by your first name.” 

I couldn’t imagine why that disturbed man would scream my name, 
except that I had told him I was Emmalyn so maybe he concentrated on 
that. It made me unsettled as I continued to listen to Flynn. 

“As for you three,” he pointed to Nolan, Deacon, and Christian, “I 
am sure you had help. There is no way all this was orchestrated from just 
the three of you. The fire alone is a case in itself, yet since you own the 
farm, Mr. O’Neill, I am assuming there will be no one to press charges 
against?” 

Nolan shook his head without saying a word. 

“We also have the issue of the guns. As you know, Mr. O’Neill, when 
you are traveling with them in your car, the weapons are supposed to be 
in their cases. Was that the fact of it?” 

All three men said, “No,” at the same time and Flynn continued, 
“Well, then, since we all understand one another, I am sure those guns 
are locked away now and under alarmed security, right?” 

Nolan said, “Yes, they are.” 

“Okay, then are there any questions I have not answered?” Flynn asked. 

Kate said, “What will happen to the man and woman now? Are these 
people we have to continue to worry about or are they going to be locked 
away for good?” 

“Well, Ms. Reynolds, I cannot answer that question one hundred 
percent for you, because the case is still open. When they are back in 
France, I assume that they will be found mentally incompetent and even 
if by chance they are freed, the government over there will make sure 
they are not legally able to leave France ever again. How they got into 
Ireland, well, we might never know.” 

Nolan said, “When will we know what happens to them?” 

Before Flynn could answer, Christian said, “’m not as clear on 
French law, but we are talking a good year, probably up to three years, 
before they are sentenced. That is unless they plead guilty or they are 
deemed insane. I didn’t get to meet Anthea, but as for Cabhan, he will 
probably end up in an institute for the rest of his life.” 

Nolan seemed a million miles away as we walked down to the lake. 
All the flowers were still arranged along the trail as if this tragedy hadn’t 
happened at all. It was hard to believe that it had only been a week since 
we had married. I was in search of peace and down by the lake was a 
good place to start. 

“Are you okay? If it’s too far we can go back.” 
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“No, I want to go sit down by the water.” 

“Nolan, you are in pain. I can see it on your face.” 

“Maybe a little, but we need to talk. It has been a trying few days and 
I have a lot on my mind that I need to share with you.” 

We sat on the bench that Nolan bought us the first day we had gone 
sightseeing. It faced west and the view from here was my favorite. The 
sun shimmered over the water. He placed his hand over mine. 

“Listen, Emmalyn, I have not asked you what happened the day that 
Cabhan took Kate and you. I was trying to let you tell me in your own 
time, but you haven’t said a word. I have to know, did he touch you?” 

“I don’t know what you want me to say, Nolan.” 

I truly didn’t know what to say. The man had abused Kate and me 
physically and mentally, but we would heal eventually. 

“Emmalyn, please look at me. Id like for you to start from the time 
he took you. That would be a good starting point.” 

I had been looking out over the water. My peace was fading. I did not 
want to think about what happened. My feelings were all over the game 
board on this matter. I have never felt fear as I felt that day. I prayed 
that I never would again. Trying to think of the best way to express my 
feelings, I drifted back to those last minutes with Kate. I still hadn't 
talked to her about finding her daughter. I would do anything to help 
her. I had been blunt with her before Cabhan showed up. I also knew 
that she was in pain because of her decision to give that little girl up. 
There were always reasons behind our insanity. Kate had her reasons. 

“Nolan, I don’t remember everything about those hours with him. He 
showed up out of nowhere. Kate and | had been talking and laughing. 
She told me how you finally got her to help you connect with me. That 
you knew about her daughter. We actually argued about the whole idea 
of her not believing in herself enough to go and find her. We heard a 
noise to the right of us and I assumed it was a rabbit or another critter. 
I mean, the damn horse wasn’t afraid so I wasn’t afraid. We had no idea 
where we were. I didn’t see anyone around us. 

“He must have been watching us and waiting for us to be alone. I 
don’t know the how or why of it. None of it makes any sense to me. 
Right before he stepped into our view I felt a cold chill run down my 
spine, but it was too late. Anyway, once he made his introduction with 
us he was demanding and verbally abusive. 

“We walked for the longest time to get to his car. Kate didn’t listen 
to him and he knocked her around before tying her up and throwing 
her in the beat-up crappy car. I tried to stay calm. All my instincts told 
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me to be submissive so I was. He hadn’t hurt me up until that point, but 
the littlest things would set him off. I tried asking him questions. Hell, 
I don’t know what I said, but he back-handed me. Kate kicked out from 
the car, hitting him in the knee after she saw him hit me. He reached in 
and slapped her so hard that I heard a crack. He tied me up and threw 
me up against her in an older vehicle.” 

The smell of the rags came back into my mind and I felt sick. I held 
my hand out to Nolan. He grabbed it instantly and pulled me closer. I 
could tell he was as choked up as I was as he said, “I’m so damn sorry. If 
I could erase that day for you I would.” 

Hell, I wished he could be a genie and make that day disappear for 
Kate and me too. It would now forever be a part of our lives. Over the 
last year, though, I learned that time heals all wounds. Time was what I 
needed now and to get this scene out of my mind so that I could let it go. 

I began again. “He opened the back and pulled out these old rags. 
God only knows what they were used for, but that’s what he used to 
gag Kate and me. We drove forever. At least it felt that way. Once we 
stopped, he grabbed us out of the SUV and took out the rags from our 
mouths. He said he’d put them back in if we talked. I saw the house and 
the barn but didn’t put the story together until after you showed up. I 
wanted more than anything to have a drink of water. My mouth was like 
cotton. He finally gave us a drink of brandy or whiskey, ’m not sure. I 
spat half of it back out, but anything was better than nothing. 

“He would go on rants—he’d talk in French, English, and Irish but 
as if he was a different person when he spoke. It was terrifying. Kate had 
a hard time staying calm. I spoke softly to him and most of the time he 
would listen to me. He started comparing me to his mother, the good 
and the bad. Maybe that’s why he kept asking for me like Flynn said. 
Anyway, I never saw the girl. He’d walk in and out of the barn during 
his fits. I thought that at one time I heard a woman’s voice, but I couldn't 
say for sure, though now it makes perfect sense. He wanted me to know 
him, Nolan. He pulled me up by my hair screaming ‘Do you know me?’ 

“T didn’t, of course. After many hours as he talked he did something 
strange that helped me make the connection between you and him. 
He cocked his head like you often do. I thought he was your brother 
and I told him so but I paid for that mistake. He went into one of his 
longest rants. I was thrown backwards into the pole where we had been 
tied. After that everything happened so quickly I can’t place everything 
in order. He yanked Kate up and rubbed all over her and kissed her. 
That’s when she gagged and she ran her elbow into his nose. Blood went 
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everywhere. He liked it. There isn’t much doubt that if y’all hadn't shown 
up she would have been taken advantage of, or worse, raped. Hell, we 
both might have been. All I can think is we are alive. And that with time 
we will be okay. 

“Kate is going to see Dr. Moore when she gets back home. I’m not 
sure if I need to see someone. | really just want to put all of this behind 
us and move on. I would love to go away for a while if that’s possible.” 

“Emmalyn, I’m so damn thankful that he didn’t—” 

“Nolan, he didn’t. Don’t even put that in your head. Nothing like 
that happened, thank God.” 

He looked out over the water, then back at me. “You know, I was 
planning on taking you away for your birthday. Hell, everything went 
from magnificent to terrible in a matter of one day. I will move heaven 
and earth for you. We can leave in the morning if you want.” 

I brightened immediately, “I would love to leave in the morning. 
It isn’t because I don’t love it here, because I truly do. But it’s been a 
rollercoaster ride that I’m ready to get off of and just finally enjoy being 
married and free of all this madness.” 

I felt a great weight lift off me just from telling Nolan everything 
about the encounter with Cabhan. I also told him I believed Cabhan 
wasn't all bad and maybe we could help with his care. 

He hugged me with his good arm and said, “Oh God, I have fretted 
over this ever since Flynn left. I didn’t want to go behind your back and 
get Cabhan help. I was so worried about explaining to you why I wanted 
to help him that it has made me uneasy. I know it looked like I wanted 
to kill him the other night and, damn it, a part of me felt crazed because 
I did not know if he had sexually touched you, but when I stopped and 
looked at him I saw something in him that used to be in me. I can’t 
explain it and even to me it sounds a little crazy, but I think it’s the right 
thing to do.” 

“I’m so proud of you,” I said. “I don’t think either of us should put a 
lot of hope into him ever being of sound mind. Perhaps with major care 
one day medicine and therapy could help him be free of the demons that 
plague his soul.” 

“Time will tell. If anything, he will be safe and others will be safe 
from him.” 

I smiled at him. We were going to get through this and I felt the 
weight of that situation lifting a little more with each passing second. 

We were saying our goodbyes to Kate and Christian. Deacon was 
also going back with them to the States. Christian kept reassuring me 
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that he was fine, but it was a shocking experience to endure and I was not 
so sure he was being one hundred percent honest with me. 

He hugged me again and said, “I'll see you soon. I love you, Mom.” 

I kissed his soft cheek and said, “I love you more, kiddo.” 

Kate hugged me and I held onto her a little longer then I normally 
would. I whispered into her ear, “Keep me posted, and you know your 
first step to recovery is taking action. Stop living in fear. She’s out there 
somewhere, Kate, and who knows, maybe she wants to find you as much 
as you want to find her.” 

She squeezed me tighter and said, “I will. I know. I’m sorry, Em. I 
love you.” 

I pulled back. She wiped a tear from her cheek and I did the same. 

“T love you more, friend. Safe traveling. I'll see you soon.” 

We all laughed. We had been around each other long enough for us 
to know what I meant. Deacon came up beside Kate and my heart did 
a flip-flop. I could see that Deacon cared more for Kate than I had seen 
before. Events like this seemed to bring out feelings one way or another. 

Deacon said, “I will be with her to help in any way I can.” 

I knew he would. “I'd greatly appreciate that, Deacon. Take care. See 
you in a couple of months.” 

He was looking at Kate the same way Nolan looked at me. I smiled. 
He was exactly what she needed. She looked up at him and though I 
knew she would need more time, I saw softness in her expression that 
wasn't there before. It gave me hope that there was something strong 
already between them. Kate did not let people into her world easily, but 
I thought Deacon was made out of strong cloth. If my friend could drop 
her wall, Deacon would be there to help build her up. 
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“Kennedy, it’s so nice to see you again.” 

“Likewise, Mrs. O'Neill, it isa pleasure to have you on board, ma'am.” 

“Tm looking forward to this much needed getaway. ” 

“I aim to please, Mrs. O'Neill. This is Kerianne. She will be assisting 
you. All you need to do is ask and she will get it for you.” 

Kerianne held her hand out, saying, “It will be my pleasure, Mrs. 
O'Neill.” 

“Thank you, Kerianne. It’s nice to meet you.” Her smile was warm. 

Nolan led me to the back of the plane where he opened a door to the 
bedroom that I had never seen. We had avoided this room on our first trip 
over from the States. Well, actually, I did not avoid it. He did by not telling 
me about the secret bedroom until we were almost ready to land in Ireland. 

It was in the same creamy colors as out in the cabin, accented in black 
and gold. Even the pillows were black. I raised my eyebrows and said, 
“Are you feeling frisky, Mr. O'Neill?” 

He kissed me and raised his eyebrows. “Even wounded, I am stiff for 
you, Mrs. O'Neill.” 

He rubbed up against me to prove his point and I nipped his bottom 
lip with my teeth saying, “Prick-tease.” 

He swatted my ass with his good arm and it stung. He said, “Women 
are prick-teases, not men, wife.” 

I said, “Do you really want to go there?” 

“Tl go anywhere you want me to, Mrs. O'Neill. You give the okay 
and I will bring you gratification on any level you desire. If you want 
kinky, then I will show you unconventional sex. I can promise you, my 
little Minx, that I will love fulfilling it with you.” 

“Damn! I think I just came.” 

He smiled his brilliant smile. “Lightweight. All I have to do is talk 
dirty to you and I have you cumming. We need to get buckled in.” 
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He turned me around and swatted my ass a little harder. I yelped and 
Kerianne turned as I shrugged my shoulders to her. I gave Nolan the evil 
eye as I mouthed, “Paybacks are hell, Irish.” 

He mouthed back, “Looking forward to it, Minx.” 

I had not felt this free in days. It felt good to banter with Nolan. I 
missed that terribly. 

I hoped we would get our groove back on soon. Nolan nodded to 
Kerianne and signaled for her to pop the top of a bottle of champagne. 
She served it cold, still fizzing, and it had two strawberries bouncing 
along the bottom of the glass. The bubbly tickled my nose as I took my 
first sip. | snagged a strawberry with my tongue, then swirled it around 
seductively so my husband would see it. Kerianne had apologized to me, 
saying she would stock up on a few things at our next stop, because she 
couldn’ find any orange juice to make us mimosas. 

“This is perfect. Thank you, Kerianne,” I said happily. 

A whole book read and a few hours later, we landed at Charles de 
Gaulle Airport. People were already waiting on us as they shuffled us out 
quickly to a limo as if we were royalty. I was still somewhat sore from my 
recent abduction so I softly slid into the back seat. 

“Welcome to Paris, baby.” 

I slithered across the interior and purred up next to him, “I am so 
excited, Mr. O’Neill.” 

“Oh, and I am too, Mrs. O’Neill. 1am going to romance you, so get 
ready to be wowed.” 

I was already wowed. I could feel the tension from the last few days 
melting away. We pulled up to a luxury apartment that was old world 
and most exquisite, squaring on Champ de Mars. The view of the Eiffel 
Tower and the surrounding area was outstanding from our room. We 
dined in our room that night and drank some expensive red wine on the 
balcony. Making love twice, I knew when I opened my eyes for the next 
time that I would be forty years old. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about 
that except that I knew I was beyond blessed. I was going to make the 
most out of my forties. 

“Happy birthday, wife.” 

J opened my eyes toa small red box. It was lying next to me, glistening, 
so I slowly stretched my body out and sat up. I smelled the coffee that he 
had already made us. He had a cup sitting on the side table. I opened the 
top of the box and inside was a beautiful old-fashioned gold ring with a 
heart and tiny diamonds encased within a crown. I gazed at him with 
so much joy. 
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He shrugged his good shoulder and said, “It was my mother’s 
wedding ring. It’s called a claddagh ring. The hands signify friendship, 
the crown is for loyalty and the heart is for love. If you're married, you 
wear it on your wedding finger with the heart facing you. Normally, 
the claddagh ring usually passes down from generation to generation. 
From grandmother to granddaughter or mother to daughter. I am an 
only child. When I found you, my father passed it on to me so that 
I could give it to you.” His smile was shy as he continued. “Since you 
already have a huge rock on your wedding finger you can wear it on any 
other finger you wish. So long as you wear it on your left hand to let all 
the fellows know that you are taken.” 

“What other fellows? It is perfect, sentimental and extremely 
beautiful. I love it. I love you. Thank you. I’m honored.” 

He slipped it on my baby finger of my left hand, saying, “She would 
want you to wear it.” 

I hadn’t seen pictures of his mother or grandmother, but I thought his 
grandma must have been a tiny woman for the ring to fit my pinky finger. 
We had breakfast on the balcony and then went sightseeing, taking in 
the Eiffel Tower, Notre Dame Cathedral and the Musée du Louvre. Of 
course, it would take us days to go through the entire Louvre. It was 
enormous. We visited all the famous bridges. It had rather become our 
thing to do and one of my favorites was the Pont Neut, Paris’s oldest 
bridge dating back to the sixteenth century. I was enjoying our leisure 
time throughout the day, when Nolan rushed us back to our apartment, 
saying, “We have to get ready for a special night out on the town.” 

Miraculously, I found an evening gown hanging in the bedroom 
when we arrived. I looked at him and shook my head. He continued to 
astound me. 

We pulled up to La Cigale. There was a flag hanging above the lighted 
sign on the theater announced “The Doors Alive Concert.” I was blown 
away. Jim Morrison was my all-time favorite. I didn’t know how he knew 
or who told him but I was thrilled. He looked down at me and said, 
“Does this please you?” I kissed him passionately. “Very, very much!” 

I learned that this concert was to celebrate Jim Morrison’s life and 
his amazing ability to influence the music of then and now. His legacy 
had forever changed the music world that continues in the world today. I 
felt like a teenager as I listened to the tunes from my yesterday. I danced 
and swayed to some of his music. Afterwards we walked over to Café La 
Cigale, across the street, and enjoyed the rest of the evening drinking 
champagne along with French white wine. 
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Back in our room, he slowly detached my clothes from my body, 
kissing each spot of my unclothed skin, as if 1 were the birthday present. 
I had not yet asked him for the kinky sex, as a part of me was scared to 
jump off that diving board, but another part of me was curious to explore 
not-too-crazy but unconventional sex. He was my husband and I knew 
he would never hurt me anymore than I wanted to be hurt. Thomas and 
I never did kinky. We made love and it was good sex, but old-fashioned. 
Today I was forty years old and maybe it was time to let my hair down 
and explore the unknown. 

“Something is going through your head, my little Minx?” Nolan 
purred. 

He slid his tie off, wrapping it around my waist and tugging me in to 
his lean body. He had chosen not to wear his sling for his arm tonight. 
He was also acting as if he wasn’t in any pain. Maybe the alcohol was a 
part of his carefree attitude, but I wasn’t complaining. 

“Are you ready to play, Mrs. O’Neill?” 

He spun me away from him. I felt the silkiness of his tie go over my 
eyes. It was an instant turn-on. He tied it snugly around the back of my 
head. I heard his clothes coming off and I shivered with anticipation. His 
warm body came up from behind me. I felt every inch of his warmth 
against me. 

As he nibbled at my earlobe he said, “Are you turned on without 
having sight, Emmalyn? Trust me. You will not see me, but you will feel 
me. Are you okay with this?” 

“Ummmm,” was my only response. 

I could feel his breath on my skin. Then he was biting me with spunk. 
He continued his trail of biting down my neck to the place where my 
shoulder blade begins. I felt like the tigress pinned and taken by the tiger 
as he held me in place while he took me from behind. I was already wet 
with deep desire. He nudged me forward as he pulled on my nipples 
until at last he said, “Put your hands out.” 

When I did, they stretched out against the wall. I obeyed his demand. 
“Spread your legs wide apart for me, Emmalyn.” 

I did. He moved them even further apart with his foot, making me 
easy prey for his probing. He placed his hand over both of mine as he 
pinned them together on the wall. 

He slowly rubbed his thick hard dick around the crease of my ass 
and then moved it forward up towards my entrance. It was already 
wet and waiting as he slipped the head of his penis in and then 
returned it to his first position. He did that several times making 
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my heart thump faster with each anticipating thrust. I felt his body 
leave my backside and then he was up and underneath me, his hands 
gripping my thighs, his face coming up from under my crotch as he 
lifted me off the floor and devoured my sex, making love to my juicy 
core with his mouth. 

I was panting and saying, “Yes, oh baby, that feels incredible.” 

He set me back down as he taunted me with his penis. He was 
exploring my body with his other hand. Then he bit my earlobe, sucking it 
into his mouth. It was very erotic and made me want to experience more. 

He whispered words of encouragement. “You're so wet for me that I 
don’t need any lubrication.” I instantly froze with his words and he knew 
it. He bit me on the shoulder and said, “I’ve got you, baby. You're doing 
so well. You are so hot and ready for me.” 

I was damn scared, but he was releasing my fear. He pulled me up 
against him and we left the wall. I could not see anything so I had no 
idea where I was or where he was taking me. He laid me on the bed, 
sliding in behind me, nipping probing and sucking on every inch of my 
body. He spread me out wide, turned me slightly on my right side, and 
licked my slit down to the entrance of my ass. He swirled his tongue 
around the outer edge of my anus and it drove me crazy with pleasure. 
Then when I did not think I could take any more, he slid his hard dick 
into my waiting warmth and my body devoured him. He stroked in and 
out of me wildly and I came like a transmitter broadcasting to the world 
how fucking good it was. I had so much tension built up inside me that 
I thought I was actually erupting as I peaked. I rode out my climax as he 
nuzzled in behind me. 

He started working me again, building me up, building me up and 
in my mind, I was screaming, Yes, fucking do it. Then I realized he 
was spooning me. I felt the head of his dick probing my ass. I tried 
to forget everything. I blocked out what I’d heard about anal sex and 
started breathing in slowly and steady for the experience. We had been 
practicing on me taking him like this. He pushed the head of his penis 
into the opening of my ass just a tad and I moaned with anticipation. In 
his rough yet gentle voice he said, “Hold onto the pillow, baby, we'll take 
it slow. Tell me if it’s too much.” 

He gently lifted my left leg gradually tipping it forwards for 
easier access. 

I felt something warm and slippery dripping unto my ass. It was as 
if honey was sliding over where we were connected, making us even 
more slippery. 
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He was rubbing my clit in a circular motion. Slowly he began to 
move his length inside my ass. Surprisingly, I marveled at how good it 
felt. It stretched me out, but it also made its way through the barrier. My 
oddest and most stimulating thoughts were, I’m blindfolded and can’t 
see what his reaction to this is, but he can see mine. 

It made me feel overpowered yet strangely, I liked it. It was a huge 
turn-on being taken by him. He was gentle yet nasty at the same time. 
His words of seduction were wicked and yet the combination together 
was bringing me close to orgasm. His movements got longer and had 
more purpose, although I didn’t think he even had half of his length 
inside me. 

He tugged on the tie and said, “I need you to see my reaction to you, 
Emmalyn.” 

As the tie slid off, sensations ran through my brain bringing everything 
into focus. I was able to watch his face as he pleasured my body. 

“Do you see what you do to me?” 

I whispered, “You are so sexy and, damn, it feels amazing.” 

He wrapped his good arm under my stomach, pulling me up onto my 
knees and in that position with him leaning over my back, talking dirty 
and slightly tapping my ass, I came violently and so did he. 

He roared as his climax hit him, pulling out of me to finish his 
orgasm all over my ass. It was fascinating as he rubbed it all over my butt 
making us a sticky mess. He picked me up before I ever touched the bed 
sheets, taking us to the shower. He stood me on my feet as he turned on 
the spray of water. The water splashed around our feet. When we stepped 
through the open glass, it was utter bliss. From the warmth of the water 
to his beautiful body displayed before me. He put shampoo in his hands 
and rubbed them together. Expertly he started massaging my head, his 
strong fingers penetrating my scalp. He worked the shampoo into a 
foaming volcano that slowly ran down my body rinsing everything away. 
He soaped up my body and cleaned my bum, telling me I had the finest 
ass in the world. I laughed. He said, “Well, it is at least to me.” 

I looked up and said, “I can’t reach your head. If you want me to wash 
your hair you will have to get on your knees.” 

He went down before I got the last word out, instantly putting his 
hands under my ass and lifting me enough to give him contact to my labia 
again. I worked his shining black hair into a rich lather as he consumed 
my puss. He slid up my body and lifted me off the shower floor, bracing 
me up against the marble wall. I wrapped my legs around his waist while 
he took both my hands into one of his and pulled them up above my 
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head. God, he was talented. He positioned his penis at my entrance as he 
held me in place. In one long graceful plunge, he was in me. Again, he was 
ravishing my mouth, rocking me with force against the black marble wall. 
Where he got his stamina was anyone’s guess. He penetrated me so deep 
that I could see the bulge of his dick around my belly button. Feeling it 
on the inside but seeing it from the outside. My muscles clenched down 
with power as I climaxed from his intrusion. I screamed his name and he 
followed suit saying, “You are so fucking good.” 

He let my hands go and I sealed them around his neck as his pelvis 
shot upwards into me for the last time. He was breathing hard and I 
knew he was overdoing it for sure. 

Then he said, “Damn, I needed that. I need to be connected to you. 
It’s as if you finally crawled back inside me. I feel complete again. God, 
do not ever leave me again, Emmalyn. I cannot stand to be disconnected 
from you.” 

“T know, baby, I know what you're saying and I feel the same way.” 

The stress from the kidnapping had put a wall up in both of us. We 
had finally let it fall down between us and we were one again. We rinsed 
off again, then crawled into bed naked. It probably was not the wisest of 
decisions. I could see he was in pain again. 

“We overdid it, Nolan. I can see you're hurting.” 

He smiled at me. “It was so worth it.” 

I rewrapped his arm. It had a little drainage still coming from the 
gunshot wound, but it was healing up nicely. 

“Thank you for an unforgettable birthday.” 

He mumbled, “Tt is not over yet, beautiful. We're taking the whole 
month of July to spoil you.” 

“Tomorrow is the fourth of July. Do they celebrate anything 
over here?” 

“No, baby, here in France, they do Bastille Day or as the locals call it, 
La Fete Nationale. It is on the fourteenth. We might stop back in here for 
that. I think you would enjoy it.” 

I was drifting off as I heard him say, “We'll be here all day 
tomorrow, but then we're heading somewhere else. July is one of the 
busy months in Paris for tourists. The locals have already headed out 
of here. They usually head out to the French Riviera or the Spanish 
coastline. Silly wife, you've fallen asleep on me. I wore you out.” | 
smiled with contentment. 

The next day we toured the Palace of Versailles and we were off to 
the Basilica of the Sacred Heart. As my Irish husband would tell me, 
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the Basilica of Sacré-Coeur. I loved how he'd explain everything to 
me in English, then in French. We visited the Pantheon. That was my 
favorite. There we walked the grounds and the interior of the Chateau 
de Chambord, constructed in the 1500s that took twenty-eight years to 
finish. There was controversy on who actually designed it. I wanted to 
believe it was Leonardo da Vinci, but whoever it was made it truly a work 
of art, combining traditional French with French Renaissance. It was 
supposedly built for Francois I to be closer to his mistress, the Comtesse 
de Thoury, the wife of Julien de Clermont. They owned the Chateau de 
Muides nearby, but it was the Chateau de Chambord that was to be his 
personal hunting lodge. It was the most elaborate hunting lodge I have 
ever seen. I loved Paris. It was old world meets new world, but it was fast 
paced. I was truly ready for some sun and relaxation. 

The next day we were up early. I was eager to see where we were heading. 

Nolan said, “We have a long flight, a’/ainn.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“It’s a surprise. You'll have to wait and see.” 

Normally, I loved surprises, but I wanted to know today, and he 
wasn't going to give me the answer. I tried to get Kerianne to slip up a 
couple of times on our flight to the unknown. She was a trooper and kept 
her guard up well. When I looked out the window thousands of miles 
below, all I could see was land. I had secretly been wishing for the ocean 
to appear before me. A deserted island would be fantastic, I thought. 

I peeked in Nolan’s direction to see him watching me. Smugly he 
said, “You will never figure it out.” 

I stuck my tongue out at him. His deep rich baritone laugh echoed 
throughout the cabin. A thought occurred to me so I slithered over to 
him. “Hey, I have an idea. We can add our names to the Mile High Club.” 

“Are you trying to bribe me, Minx?” 

Batting my eyelashes at him I said, “No, Irish, not me, but I am 
trying to have sex with you thousands of feet above the earth. That way I 
can check it off my bucket list before I’m forty years old plus two days.” 

“You are scandalous. All mine, but still scandalous.” He placed me in 
his lap showing me he was ready for my game. 

“Truth, are you already a part of the Mile High Club?” 

He cocked his eyebrow up and said, “How about you dare me instead.” 

I put my lip out in a pout, “So, I’m not your first forty-thousand-feet- 
above-the-land girl?” 

He kissed me on the tip of my nose, lifting me up, then placing me 


back down in the chair. He said, “Hold that thought.” 
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I sat with my mouth hanging open as he went up front. He said 
something to Mitchell and then sauntered his beautiful self right back to 
me and held his hand out. “Come.” 

I took his hand, but the excitement was not as great for me knowing 
that it was not his first. It was ridiculous and I knew it was. I could not 
help feeling jealous of someone he had been with, probably on this plane. 
Why did I have to ask him? 

He closed the door behind us. “You are upset?” 

I lowered my eyes from his. “I’m sorry. I wish I had kept my mouth 
shut. Now I can’t stop thinking who it could have been? Was it on this 
plane? Was it in here?” 

He pulled me against his body. “Where did this jealousy come from?” 
I shrugged and shook my head. 

“Emmalyn, to be honest, I do not remember when it was. It was a 
long time ago. This plane is new, so, no, it was not on this plane. That 
means that it definitely was not in this room.” 

His words made me smile. “That makes me a little happier.” The 
thought of him with anyone before me made the hairs on my neck stand 
up with jealousy. I am not a jealous person, but I was when it came to 
Nolan. It was so childish. His voice brought me back to the present. 

“Mrs. O’Neill, I aim to please only you.” 

He bent down kissing me, as the plane also seemed to pitch lower, 
then leveled back out. 

“Now, Mrs. O’Neill, it will be a first for both of us. I had Kennedy 
take us to thirty-seven thousand feet.” 

“Oh, so we are making a new thirty-seven-thousand-feet check list as 
a part of our bucket list?” 

uep™ 

I wanted to please him. He was always so thoughtful to my needs. I 
helped him undress and then I bewitched him. I mastered his body as 
well as he mastered mine. I placed myself on top of his length and rode 
wave after wave of pleasure branding him with memories of me and only 
me. I had been watching the scenery change out the window as I made 
love to him. It went from land to sparkling blue water and my heart 
smiled with contentment. 

“What is it, Minx? What has you so happy? Is it that you have me 
completely sapped at thirty-seven thousand feet?” 

I looked down at him and said, “Well, yes, that makes me happy, but 
while I was pleasing you, I watched the landscape below change and we 
are now flying over Caribbean blue waters.” 
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He bounced me off him like a bronco horse and looked out the 
window, “Aw, we're getting close. I will give you a clue. We have now 
flown over parts of Egypt, Sudan, Ethiopia and Somalia and are heading 
towards the Indian Ocean.” 

I tried with all my might to place a map in my head that would 
tell me where we were heading. There was only one place I could think 
of. “Thailand.” 

He laughed. “No, it’s not Thailand, but you are close. You will have 
to just wait and see, my little Minx. We need to get dressed. I can feel 
Mitchell descending now.” 

I had watched the water change dramatically from a dirty brown 
to a tropical aqua-blue as we had made love. Now on our approach, 
everywhere I looked were shades of blue. I felt like I was a kid in a candy 
store. We touched down and I said, “Okay, where are we?” 

“Patience, love, your surprise awaits you.” 

I huffed, “Really, you're still not telling me? Damn!” 

As we came through customs, the man said in broken English, 
“Welcome to—” Nolan coughed and said something to him in French. 
I knew it was to hide my discovery of the location. I looked down to see 
what was stamped on my passport but Nolan snatched it from my hand. 
Well, damnnation. That wasn’t fair. Men were now loading our car. They 
were speaking French back and forth with Nolan. He opened the door 
for me and I scooted in. 

I looked over at him as we got underway and said, “You are killing 
me. Seriously, when are you going to tell me where we are?” 

He smiled big. “Soon, baby.” 

Then he kissed the top of my hand. We drove for about thirty 
minutes. I watched the land go by us, filled with rich green tropical 
trees swaying in the summer breeze. It was hypnotic and soothing all 
at once. We were now climbing in altitude, on a long driveway to our 
destination. The ocean surrounded us as we climbed the mountain. At 
the peak, I marveled at the luxuriously large Mediterranean house that 
came into view. 

Waiting for us at the front doors were two women and one man. They 
greeted us in French as I stepped out of the door and Nolan replied in 
French. Then they said to me in English, “Welcome, Madame O'Neill, 
to Amour Entoure Villa. We are at your service twenty-four hours a day 
for as long as you stay.” 

I smiled at the phrase. It was quite catchy. I followed them into the 
villa, which was stunning from the floor to the ceiling. Dark wooden 
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beams crossed the center of the highest point of the ceiling. The walls, 
done in old world spackling, were thickly coated, yet in a creamy light 
yellow that softened the effect. The floors were a beautiful travertine mix 
with a variation of rustic colors that swirled before my eyes. I walked out 
onto the loggia, where the woman named Maria described the stunning 
hundred-and-eighty-degree view. She explained that these were the 
Seychelles Islands and they neighbored Madagascar. She said, “What 
you are overlooking here is Beau Vallon Bay.” 

As far as I could see, it was nothing but tropical paradise. I was so 
excited I turned around to see where Nolan was and ran straight into 
his perfect chest. I threw my arms around his neck, whispering, “I love 
you. Irish.” 

In return, he enthusiastically kissed me in front of our staff. 

“Hey, you, does this place have anything to do with the flower I 
picked for you when I said my vows?” I asked. “Did you remember the 
Madagascar jasmine?” 

“Td say something like that. When you picked out the flowers it 
made me think of this place. It definitely made me get my wheels in 
motion to bring you here.” 

“T love it. You are the best man in the world.” I looked around, we 
were way up. I mean, our place overlooked the highest trees and the 
panoramic view was fabulous. 

Nolan put his arms around my waist and bent down to breathe in my 
ear, “Do you like it?” 

I tilted my head back looking up into his smiling face. “It’s 
breathtaking. It is perfect like you and it’s just what I envisioned.” 

The staff left us to go unpack our bags and start dinner. Maria brought 
us a glass of red wine, and we turned around to sit in the large four-person 
sun lounger, near the stone railing that circled around us. As I went to sit 
down I spotted something that made me stop. Nolan had brought a vase 
full of the viscaria flowers with us, somehow, without me seeing them. It 
was the last flower I had handed him on our wedding day. They were on 
the table next to the lounger with a big canopy over the top of it. I was 
speechless when Nolan said, “May I have this dance, Mrs. O’Neill?” 

I shook my head as tears sat suspended on my lower lids waiting for 
their escape. “You think of everything.” 

Music came from speakers that I could not see. He held his hand out to 
me. Then we waltzed around the deck in perfect harmony. The sun on my 
skin made me deliriously joyful. I missed sunbathing. I was beyond ready 
to get some bronze on my pale skin. He slowed our pace and we rocked 
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back and forth tenderly. Still holding me, he said, “Do you like the view?” 

How could I not love it? It was therapy for my soul. “The view from 
up here is spectacular. I am in total awe. This is what the doctor ordered. 
Two pills of Paris. Nine pills of tropical paradise and, since you haven't 
told me where we are going from here, I'll add a few more pills for those 
days too.” 

He chuckled. “I’m in hopes that these pills you're referring to are our 
days of leisure.” 

I touched my glass to his. “You, my handsome husband, are a 
quick learner.” 

He snatched me closer, almost spilling my wine as he locked onto 
my lips. When he released me, I scooted away saying, “You are causing 
alcohol abuse.” 

He looked at me oddly. Sometimes my American ways were off his 
radar. At times it made me somewhat insecure. “I’m kidding, you know. 
Spill the wine is alcohol abuse ... ha ha, funny.” As much as I loved his 
Irish accent, there were times that I felt my Carolina drawl was a little off 
in his fanciful, wealthy world. 

“Emmalyn, don’t be uncertain. I love your idiosyncrasies and your 
adorable accent. You know I do.” 

Good God, was he a mind-reader? He was imitating my accent. 
“What? How did you know that was what I was thinking? And you're 
making fun of my accent.” 

He smiled and shook his head. “You are so easy to read. I see when 
you flinch, when you think I don’t understand. Or when you think that 
I don’t like your Southern drawl. Woman, I love every fiber of your 
existence, everything from your Southern twang to your dimpled ass. 
When are you going to realize that?” 

I sat there looking into his piercing blue eyes. “I don’t know. Maybe 
when you realize that I feel the same about you from your accent to your 
multilingual abilities to your large-ass pen—” 

At that moment, Maria came out and stood in front of us with an 
appetizer. It looked yummy so that ended my sentence to Nolan quickly. 
His smirk was obvious. 

As soon as she was out of hearing range he said, “My large-ass cock, 
Emmalyn? You can say it, baby. My boy is not an Irish disease—that’s 
Irish slang for below-average penis. He is all man and one hundred 
percent cock.” 

What did a Southern girl say to a comment like that? 

“You are blushing, wife,” he said. “Is my Southern belle embarrassed? 
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I’m learning something about my little Minx. You love to hear me talk 
dirty to you, but you cannot talk dirty to me. I think we need to work on 
that. It’s extremely sexy when you forget and say something nasty to me. 
I’m turned on just thinking about your beal salach a’lainn.” 

I wondered what he would say next—and also what those Irish 
words meant. 

“You're perfect. I was teasing you as you tease me. Stop fretting. You 
are a vixen. My little vixen Minx all wrapped up in every way possible. 
But I must confess something to you. I think your assumption of the 
‘Mile High Club’ was wrong. I played along with you to make up our 
own rules. Being a member of that just means you have fucked on a 
plane; it doesn’t mean how high you were when you did it.” 

“Really, shit.” I said. “Now, I really do feel like a dumb-ass.” 

“Minx, you are far, far away from being a dumb-ass,” he said. “Many 
people, especially people who've never done it on a plane, have crazy 
ideas to what it actually means. I’m glad we have our own inside joke. 
We'll start a new trend.” 

I grinned at him. Then I reminded him of what he had said earlier. “T 
know now when you say a@’/ainn that youre calling me beautiful. I love 
when you say that. Whatever else you said is a mystery to me.” 

“Beautiful was part of my sentence, but actually I said, ‘beautiful 
dirty mouth.’ Now, wife, eat some appetizer so you can use that dirty 
mouth on me later.” 

Again, what was a girl supposed to say to that? I looked away from 
him and at the bowl of octopus, fresh cut-up onions and tomatoes and 
plopped a tiny octopus in my mouth. It was fantastic. I learned later 
that it was called octopus salad. Of course, there were other ingredients 
mixed with it. Fresh lemon juice is what gave it its zest. I leaned over and 
put one piece up to Nolan’s lips. He nipped at it, taking my finger along 
with it. He swirled it around with the octopus, then chewed on it gently 
with my finger still absorbed in his warm mouth. It was so sensual that 
my nipples immediately got hard. 

He purred, “There’s my Minx. How about we go inside and check out 
the rest of the house?” 

I nodded obediently. We went back through the long glass doors and 
wandered through the kitchen, which smelled delicious. Something was on 
the stove with steam piping out from the sides of the pot. It smelled rich with 
something I could not place... maybe curry. I saw rice set to the side, which 
told me we were having something yummy. My mouth was watering with 
anticipation. Maria smiled at us as we walked past her. She was speaking 
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French to Nolan. She looked to me to be in her mid-fifties. She had beautiful 
bronzed-mocha skin and her eyes were as dark as midnight. There was 
definitely a glint in her eyes. I wondered about the people of the Seychelles 
and as Nolan led me through the maze of the house’s interior, I asked if he 
knew the history of the islands. “Duh” should have been my answer. 

He knew everything or damn near everything. 

“So, what did Maria say to you?” 

He just chuckled and kept walking down the hall. Stinker! 

Then he began telling me about the people here. “The Seychelles 
Islands have been overlooked for centuries, but they were settled by the 
French government in the 18" century. They brought African slaves 
here and their language combined with the French language created the 
Seychelles Creole language—that’s what you hear today.” 

He went on with the story of how Britain took possession of the 
islands in the early 19"* century. Over the last few centuries the people 
of the Seychelles did everything from working on the plantations, to 
tending spice gardens to eventually being independent and growing 
coconut trees. They were strong people with great honor and their 
ancestors suffered many trials until their independence today, he told 
me. The French and the British saw the Seychelles Islands as a useful 
place to exile political prisoners, as did many other countries. 

“Tt was said that during World War I, ships could not get goods in 
or export goods out, creating deep hardship for the islanders,” Nolan 
said. “Some people turned to crime just to survive. The prisons were 
overflowing with the exiled prisoners and the new prisoners. By the end 
of the war the people were feeling uncared for by Great Britain. They 
petitioned the government for reforms, but unfortunately, most of the 
reforms didn’t take place by the time World War II broke out, so there 
were many without help. The war postponed the reforms again and the 
islanders suffered hardship for years. 

“Tt wasn’t until 1977 that the Seychelles became a one-party state 
and France Albert Rene became the president. It took several more 
years and more fighting to become the country it is today. In fact, it 
wasn’t until 1993 that the people of the Seychelles were able to vote in 
their first multiparty presidential election. President Rene won with an 
unquestionable victory and did so again until he eventually turned over 
the presidency to former vice president James Michel in 2004. It is a 
remarkable story, don’t you think?” 
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“It is very fascinating.” 

I had listened in awe until the story ended, and now he pulled me 
into the master suite. The only thing I had time to realize was how 
spacious the room was. Then he closed the door. He swung me around, 
throwing our bodies up against the wall as he lifted me off the floor, our 
mouths meeting, each other’s tongue submitting to tongue, instantly 
yielding to one another with intense force. I wondered when I would 
ever get used to this combustion of energy that linked us together on 
levels I didn’t completely understand. He completed me in ways that I 
had never experienced. I knew now that I treasured his every thought, 
gesture and word. 

Nolan made love to me for hours or so it seemed. He always knew 
when to make love to me or when to be kinky with me. He just knew. The 
awareness of him knowing me more than I knew myself overwhelmed 
me. I had put my hand over his heart feeling the strength of his heart 
beating underneath my palm, noticing that his wound to his shoulder 
was healing quicker than I had ever known a wound like that to heal. 
I leaned over him placing my ear over his heart, listening to the steady 
rhythm in his chest, and then looked up at his perfect face. 

“Why are you looking at me like that, Emmalyn? I thought you 
would prefer making love than my history lesson, but the look on your 
face is unreadable. That’s not normal for me. What are you thinking? 
What’s running around in your beautiful head, wife?” 

I was thinking about many things, but I answered, “Did you tell 
Maria your intentions with me as we passed her in the kitchen earlier?” 

“You caught that, did you? Well, sort of, she asked me if she should slow 
down dinner. I told her yes. That I was going to take advantage of my wife.” 

“You did not.” By the look on his face, I knew he had said that. “Oh 
my gosh, you did. I heard you say something wicked to her. She winked 
at me when you answered her. Good lord, how embarrassing. How will 
I look at her now?” 
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“Baby, don’t feel embarrassed. These people are French. They know 
how to make love probably better than we do.” 

“Hmm, really? I doubt that. I have another question for you. How do 
you feel about tattoos?” 

“Mrs. O'Neill, the things that wander about in your head ... where 
in the world did that question come from? You never cease to amaze 
me. You went from my mischievous Minx, to being ill at ease about 
what I said to Maria, to damn tattoos. However, I guess to answer your 
question, I do not have one. I’ve really never thought about it. Why, do 
you want one?” 

“Well, ever since we landed in Ireland I’ve been thinking, since we 
are forever, perhaps we could get matching tattoos.” 

The look on his face was priceless. | had shocked him. That wasn’t 
an easy thing to do with this cocky guy. I could see him running things 
through his mind. I had been thinking about it ever since forever became 
our life. Nolan’s family was rich with history and I loved that about him. 
As I walked his castle, the idea came to my mind. He sat up on the bed 
so I did the same. 

He said, “Matching tattoos. Why tattoos and where would you want 
this tattoo?” 

“T would like mine to be right here,” I pointed to my lower back 
just above my butt cheeks, “and I thought yours could go across your 
shoulders. I’ve actually given this much thought. I did some research 
on your laptop when you were with your father at the hospital. When I 
roamed your castle I spotted the perfect forevermore symbol that would 
suit you and me and us as a family.” 

He was shaking his head at me. “How many times do I need to say it 
is not my castle? It’s our castle. Everything that was mine is now yours. 
Everything is now in your name. Secondly, my beautiful wife, I have 
no clue to what you saw in our castle that would make me want to affix 
something permanently to my body.” 

I rushed on, “I was thinking about the O’Neill family crest. It’s just so 
beautiful. It is your family’s inheritance. | just think that’s so marvelous. 
I think it would be romantic to have us tattooed the same. ” 

Nolan’s eyes showed me that my words had stunned him. I knew 
from my research that O’Neill was one of the most well-known surnames 
in Ireland. 

“T want us to have it inscribed with our names scrolled into the ribbon 
that flows at the bottom of the shield,” I told him. 

“Our clan has various designs that feature different septs,” he said. 
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“You'll have to tell me which one you're thinking to use. I’m picturing 
the coat of arms with the argent of two lions rampant supporting a 
dexter hand coupled at the wrist of the last, in chief three estolies of the 
second. To me, that one is the most beautiful with a sword above the 
hooded armor, in silver, and bright red ribbons with a blue sea and the 
salmon at the bottom.” 

Then he whispered, “I love you, a’/ainn. | think that’s the best idea 
I’ve ever heard. We can do it when we go back to Paris. Now, let me show 
you how much your words mean to me.” 

I smiled at him and we made love again. 

When we finally came into the kitchen, the candles that Maria had 
lit for us were shimmering and low with light. The poor woman sat in 
a chair in the corner of the kitchen with a book in her lap and her chin 
resting on her chest. I walked over and lifted the book from her lap. She 
awoke at once, apologizing profusely. Nolan said a few words to her that 
seemed to calm her down. 

At once, she asked us to sit so she could serve us our meal. I felt terrible 
wishing that I could say or do something to make her comfortable with 
us. Gorgeous, delicate white flowers with yellow centers were floating in 
a glass bowl. Between the candles and the sweetness of the flowers, it was 
intoxicating. I instantly fell in love with their appeal. 

Nolan saw my wonderment and said, “They are called frangipani flowers. 
They're known throughout the world for their power. I had them brought 
in before we arrived here because they remind me of you. They captivate 
you from the beginning just as you did me. They are a symbol in certain 
countries for immortality because of their ability to produce the leaves and 
the flowers of the plant even after they are removed from the ground.” 

He picked one up out of the bowl and placed it over my left ear, 
telling me, “You are spoken for, Emmalyn. You belong to me. You know 
the Polynesian people believe in its power and so do I.” 

“You always say the sweetest things to me,” I said with a big smile. 

Maria brought our food to the table. I asked her what she was serving 
us and she said, “It is red snapper grilled with ginger and garlic.” 

“So that’s what I smelled, the ginger. I should’ve known that.” 

“The dish is popular to the islanders. Try it. I think you will love it,” 
Maria said. 

I looked at Nolan and he smiled at me and said, “Go on.” 

I dug my fork in and placed it in my mouth and it was spicy delicious. 
Nolan started laughing and laughing as he watched me and it made 
me laugh. 
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Then with all seriousness he said, “You must have been starving, baby.” 

I dug in again. It was fabulous and I was starved. All this sex was 
more than my regular workouts and I needed the protein. We enjoyed 
our dinner. 

Maria came back in and cleared the table and we took our glasses of 
palm wine, or as the locals called it calou, an alcoholic beverage locally 
made from coconut sap. out onto the veranda. It was a warm night and 
the breeze was filled with tantalizing scents. Below, I saw the towns 
sparkling and glowing from afar. It was so serene, I felt I was not myself 
and someone else had stepped into my body. 

I squeezed Nolan’s hand and said, “Thank you for all of this. The 
house, this view, all the knowledge you provide me with, the flowers, the 
dance ... you know, you're like a walking encyclopedia: my very tall, sexy 
Irish encyclopedia. You amaze me.” 

He pulled me in to his warm body, tucking me into the curve of his 
frame. “That is partly because, as I can clearly see now, before you came 
into my life, my existence was lifeless. I read a lot. I took trips to places 
like this and learned of the people and the cultures. If there were ways 
that I could help them, I would try. Now, doing all this with you, it 
makes all those lonely years worth the wait.” 

I snuggled deeper into his warmth, murmuring, “You know | love to 
read. Maybe not like you or the things you read, but even with reading 
a lot, I cannot remember shit.” He shifted behind me and I| continued, 
“Seriously, I cannot retain knowledge like you. How many languages do 
you speak anyway?” 

He cleared his throat and said, “I speak five languages fluently and 
two more adequately enough to get by.” 

“See. That’s crazy. I took Spanish in high school and can’t remember 
anything except for hola, gracias and como esta. Hell, even now, I get 
those words ass-backwards most of the time.” 

He kissed my head. “That is why you have me, my a‘ /ainn wife, but 
there are tricks to learning different languages. Ill help you.” 

“Well, P've tried CDs with self-instructions, bombing out every time. 
Don’t get too excited about trying to teach me another language.” 

“TIl teach you, my little Minx. Have faith in me and yourself.” 

“Okay, Mr. Know-It-All. Oh yeah, that reminds me that I’ve been 
meaning to ask you—how did Aine become a part of your household? 
She told me she was from Jamaica and that you saved her. What did she 
mean by that?” 

“Aine has been with me for close to twenty years. I was a punk twenty- 
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something-year-old and was partying with friends from Cambridge. I 
was reckless in those days and getting drunk was a close friend to me. 
We had flown over but were staying on my father’s yacht. We all went 
out to a bar. We left early because the locals weren’t in the mood to put 
up with Irish drunks. I didn’t want us to get in trouble. 

“I knew the back streets well and we cut through alleys to get back 
to the boat. We were hooting and hollering as we roamed the streets. 
We heard a girl crying and all of us took off in that direction and ran to 
see what the hell was going on. The sight, as you can imagine, made me 
crazy. There before us was a young girl and a man who held her dangling 
from his hands. The man had obviously raped her. She had rags hanging 
from her body. He had been beating her senseless. I went into a rage. I 
grabbed the man, hit him, and eventually threw him against the house. 
Needless to say, after that the man did not move. I told my friends to 
meet me back at the boat. They were drunk and wanted me to leave with 
them but I wanted to protect the girl. Shit, I had no idea what I was 
going to do with her. All I knew at the time was that she did not need 
drunken men standing over her. She was crying and trying to straighten 
her clothes, talking in a language I could not even understand. 

“She grabbed on to my hand shaking it and would not let go. In that 
instant I made the decision to offer her employment with me. She didn’t 
understand me anymore than IJ understood her. About that same time, 
a tiny woman came out of the door of the shack we were standing in 
front of, talking in the same language as the girl. After they conversed 
for a couple of minutes, the woman said in English, “Please take her away 
from here.’ She looked over at the man lying on the ground and said, 
“That is her father. If you leave her she is as good as dead.’ I told her who 
I was and that I would take her. I asked her if she was the girl’s mother. 
She told me, ‘No, her mother is dead.’ She said she was the man’s wife, 
but that she could not stop him from assaulting the girl. Her best chance 
was to leave here and never come back. 

“She has been with me ever since. I took care of her and tutored her 
well. I learned that her language is Jamaican patois, a type of Jamaican 
Creole dating back to the 17th century when slaves from west and central 
Africa were taught to learn vernacular and dialect forms of English, 
British, Scots and Hiberno-English by the slave masters. There are times 
I cannot understand her, but I am fond of her and so is Fergus.” 

“Oh, my God, Nolan, that’s so sad yet incredible. No wonder she 
loves you dearly. Has she ever gone back?” 

“No, she has never asked to and she said when she left Jamaica she 
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left the memories there. She said she never wanted to be with a man. I’ve 
tried to get her to go out and find happiness, but she will have no part of 
socializing with men. She says her happiness is taking care of us.” 

“T wouldn't ever want to go back to that place either. God, and she’s 
young. I thought she was older.” 

“I know. I feel the same way and she’s probably your age.” 

Holy smoke. I knew he did feel the same and that was why he burned 
the house and barn down. He wanted those memories left there. 

I was thinking of Nolan’s words from the night before. I came out 
of the bathroom in my tiny red leopard-print bikini looking for my 
matching cover-up. I saw Nolan standing at the foot of the bed with it 
wrapped around his hips like a bow. He whistled at me as I sauntered 
over to him and untied my wrap to view his sleek toned body. 

“You know you look like a twenty-year-old in that hot bathing suit,” 
he said as he put his finger through the gold loops that joined at each of 
my hips and tugged me toward him. 

I started scooting back away from him. “Oh, no, you don’t. We’re 
going to the beach. We both need some sun and vitamin D on our white- 
ass bodies.” 

“Yes, we do, Mrs. O’ Neill.” 

He turned around walking towards the closet as I said, “By the way, 
what are the laws here about nudity?” 

He looked back over his shoulder at me. “Do you want to go 
nude now?” 

I arched my eyebrows at him. “Can I, or maybe just go topless? That 
would be fun.” 

“Oh, that sounds fun, Mrs. O'Neill. Yes, where I’m taking you, you 
can do either. Just be warned I can’t promise that I will not attack you, 
if you lay yourself out to me as a buffet.” 

I batted my eyes at him, saying, “Oh, Mr. O'Neill, promises, 
promises.” 

From the closet, I heard him say, “Oh, I have your promises, my 
sweet Minx.” 

We curved down the mountainside in a red Jeep, until we came to a 
road where, unless you knew it was there, you couldn't tell that it led to a 
beach. My husband the adventurer turned on the dirt road where the palm 
trees and birds of paradise lined the drive as we approached a clearing in 
the woods. The doors and the canvas top of the Jeep were off so I smelled 
the ocean before I saw it. I was jubilant with anticipation. My delight 
heightened when it came into view. Nolan pulled the Jeep up under some 


254 C. L. HUNTER 


trees and I grabbed the bag with all our goodies. Maria had packed us a 
picnic basket, which Nolan stuck under the back seat out of the sun. 

I noticed that there was not one other soul on the beach. There 
were lounge chairs already at the edge of the water shaded by a big blue 
umbrella. The sand, as white as snow, squished in between my toes. 
Glistening in the sun, the water was aqua and turquoise with huge 
boulders sticking out to the right of us. 

It was utopia. With a squeal, I ran for the water, dropping my bag on 
one of the loungers. 

It was pure heaven. We were in a halfmoon-shaped cove. The waves 
were not even a foot high as they swirled around my ankles. I had not 
seen Nolan get dressed earlier in our room and thought he just had 
regular red-and-white board shorts on. He did until he stripped down 
into a black pair of Speedos as he approached the chairs. He started 
walking towards me and I suddenly felt brave. I untied my bikini top 
and slipped it up over my head. He stood at the water’s edge watching 
me. I threw him my top. He caught it with ease and threw it on the 
chair. He devoured me with his stare as he came out to meet me. 

“You look like a goddess standing here in this setting. I love the view, 
but we better put sun block on you. The rays here are much stronger than 
what youre used to.” 

“Thank you, my sweet, but I already put sun block on back at our 
place. What about you? Do you want me to rub you down, and um... I 
mean, put some sun block on you?” 

“Not unless you want me to ravish your body. I’m trying to be a good 
boy and you are being a nasty little Minx.” 

I was and I knew it. I splashed him then and dove in for deeper 
waters. He was right behind me, and we played back and forth. Then 
we went snorkeling and saw an array of tropical fish that didn’t know 
how lucky they were to be in such a paradise. I took pictures of them 
with my CVS underwater camera. Nolan thought I was silly, but no one 
can comprehend the mystical beauty that awaited you here and I felt 
the need to share it. We ate our sensational lunch and enjoyed the beer 
that Maria had packed for us. They make their own native beer here, 
Sey Brew, which was very refreshing. I loved every minute of the intense 
heat. I was a true Southern girl and my roots were strong. I could tolerate 
the cold weather, but I damn sure didn’t want to be in it for long periods. 

We were all alone on this stretch of the beach and we did wayward 
things that we probably should not have done, but as they say, you only 
live once and I was going to do it all, or at least try to do it all. I took 
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Nolan’s hand and we walked the stretch of beach. I was going to teach 
him how to find shark teeth. It was funny watching Nolan look at the 
white-pink sand, so determined to find one, but frustrated because 
he’d never done it before. I laughed and laughed as his determination 
got the better of him. At last, I finally found one and it was a good- 
size tooth. It got him started in the fun. Once you start, it’s hard to 
stop ... [he game was on; Emmalyn, one, Nolan, zero. It ended up not 
being much of a game because there weren’t many shark teeth there, 
although Nolan said there were more sharks in these waters than over 
in the States. I ended up winning five to zero, learning that Nolan was 
a sore loser. 

We drove back to the house and headed for the shower. Neither one 
of us could take too much touching so we laughed at each other for 
not using the sun block as much as we should have. After I toweled off 
I looked in the mirror and I was pink from my forehead to my toes. 
Everything except for my bikini line that was white in comparison to the 
rest of me. I smiled at Nolan’s earlier words, “The sun is stronger than 
you are used to.” Of course, he was right. 

He stepped out and I handed him his towel. “Oh, Irish, I’m so 
sorry. You are burnt up. Your Irish skin can’t take the long hours of this 
sultry heat.” 

He looked me up and down. “Oh, and I guess you can. You're a 
lobster like me.” 

“Well, yes I am, but mine will be tan by tomorrow and yours 
unfortunately will stay red-pink for a couple of days.” 

I walked out of the bathroom and, whack, the tip of his towel whipped 
me on the right butt cheek and stung like fire. I turned around with, 
“WTF, Nolan!” 

“Oh. I like when you talk dirty,” he said. 

I walked back over to him and grabbed his dick. Then I yanked it 
hard, hard enough to get an “oomph” out of him and said, “That hurt. 
Don’t do that again.” I could feel him swelling in my palm and said, 
“You cannot be serious?” 

“Oh, my little Minx, I am very serious. You've taunted me all day 
with your swagger and I’m ready for payback time.” 

His lips sealed over mine. I moaned in his mouth as he picked me up 
and grabbed the lotion on the way out of the bathroom. He laid me on 
the bed and spread the cooling lotion on me from head to toe. I returned 
the favor, caressing every inch of his frame until he grabbed me and 
pinned me underneath him. 
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“I watched you today, my ailleacht, from the time you took your top 
off standing at the water’s edge,” he said. “You are so damn beautiful 
opening yourself to the world unaware of how stunning you are. I've 
wanted to bury my cock in your tight warmth all the damn day. You 
about had me begging you for sex, but I couldn’t bear the thought of 
someone seeing you. I had scouts out watching the surrounding area 
so you could be free today. I didn’t want anyone else seeing you naked, 
though that makes me a little crazy to think about. I watched you in awe 
as you dazzled the elements in front of you, including me.” 

I had no idea what he was talking about. I was just me, nothing, more 
nothing less. I couldn’t believe that he had people watching out so that I 
could go topless, but whatever. I wasn’t going to think about that. I was 
going to be the vixen he so wanted me to be. I rolled over so that he was 
underneath me and said, “Hold on.” 

I ran into the closet and, carrying the long belt from his and my 
extra-fluffy robes, came back and stood at the end of the bed. His Irish 
purr rolled off his lips, “Are you going to tie me up and do naughty 
things to me, Minx?” 

I nodded and then crawled up and over his body, moving slowly, 
touching as much of his skin as I could. Then I took his right hand, tied 
it to the post, then his left hand and tied it to the other post. I thought 
about getting something to tie his ankles to the end of the bed, but I 
could do what I wanted without the need for that. As I tied his left hand, 
he reached his head up to my slippery wet spot and grabbed it with his 
mouth. This wasn’t what I had in mind, but oh, it felt too good to move 
away from his possession. I rode it out holding on to the headboard, 
riding his face as he dominated my femininity with accuracy until I 
screamed his name. 

I heard him mumble something that sounded like “the best fhaighin 
ever,’ but I did not stop to ask him what his words meant. I licked, 
sucked and consumed everything in my wake as I moved back down his 
body. More importantly, he let me do everything I wanted to his body. 
Things I had fantasized about for a long time, but was always too afraid 
to try. He enticed me with his dirty talk. In return, I talked dirty to him. 
I knew by his reactions that he was as turned on as I was. 

I felt power surge through me with newfound assurance. Power that 
he said I had, but that I had not understood. That is, until I let go of all 
my old-fashioned fear and gave him all of me. 

I untied his hands from the posts. The belt slid down from his arms 
slowly. I don’t think he was held there by my skilled knot job. I believe 
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he liked this side of me. We snuggled up after our kinky lovemaking and 
he whispered, “You can dominate me whenever you want to, Minx. I let 
you do those things to me because I don’t want anything to ever come 
between us. You are my wife. I am your husband. We can do anything in 
our bed without hesitation or fear. I want you to know you have as much 
power over me as I have over you.” 

“I can’t lie to you, Nolan. I am afraid or I was afraid to really release 
all to you. My mother was strict and taught me to be a good girl, meaning 
don't be naughty in the bedroom, but you give me courage to act out my 
fantasies and be the minx you claim me to be.” 

“Do you remember, Emmalyn, when I said ta’ tu’ mo domhan? | 
meant what I said you are my world. What makes you happy, makes 
me happy!” 

“My romantic, enchanted husband. I love you, Mr. Nolan Hurley 
O’Neill. I love everything about you.” 


361 ¢ 


July 11, 2011 


Dear Christian, 

I am writing you from Mehe Island. It is one of the main islands in 
the Seychelles Islands near Madagascar. There are a mixture of people 
here from Europeans to Africans, Indians, Arabs and Chinese and most 
of them speak French. Of course, as you know I can’t understand a word 
of what they are saying, but Nolan keeps me updated so I do not feel 
completely uneducated. I sent you and Kate a couple of pictures from my 
phone, but I am assuming, since I haven’t heard from either of you, that 
you might get them later when my service is better. 

We are having the most incredible time. You would love it here and 
we will have to make plans to come back here with you in tow. I fall 
more in love with Nolan every day. A few days ago, we took a helicopter 
ride over the outer islands. It is mountainous here and the waters are an 
array of blues from the lightest of light to the deepest sapphire. The sand 
is finely grained, white as snow. It is more picturesque than I can explain 
on paper and hope that one day we will see it together. 

Yesterday we went on a guided tour of one of the inner islands 
called Cousin Island, which is now a reserve for some of the rarest 
birds, such as the Seychelles bush warbler. It was near extinction, as 
was the magpie robin. I immediately thought of you and your keenness 
and passion for bird-watching. I miss you. There are many different 
geckoes here and amazingly, there are giant tortoises on many of the 
islands. Oh, Christian, they are so lovely. Their genuine calm spirit 
is gentle and clever. I fell in love, instantly put under their spell. I 
know you will too. We have snorkeled at each island and gone on 
hikes up through the mountains on Mahe and La Digue, two of the 
inner islands. I have seen waterfalls that make me wonder if I want to 


ever leave this intoxicating island. Oh, don’t worry, I will come home 
eventually, lol. 
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I know we will be flying in for your graduation this fall. By the way, 
how is school and Ms. Harper? I am laughing as I write this, because I 
can see the look on your handsome face, as you tell me “I cannot wait for 
school to be over” and “Mom, Harper is just a friend.” Iam your mother. 
I still have to ask you about your well-being. 

We will be leaving here in a few days. I think we are going back to 
France. If you are going to write me back, then just send it to Ireland. I 
will get it when I get home. Or, you could try calling, though I know I 
have tried to call you on several occasions and have not been able to get 
through. I think of you daily and miss you bunches. I love you the most, 


Love, Mom 


P.S. I pray that you are not keeping everything inside, as you tend 
to do. Please know that Nolan and I are dealing with the aftermath of 
the experience with the violence from Cabhan. Getting away has helped 
me more than I can say. I wish Kate and you were here healing with us. 
Will you truly think about a vacation after you graduate before you start 
working? You could go away somewhere for a couple of weeks to take 
time for yourself. I would love for it to be with us. I love you with all 
my heart. 


—< NBGo—_ 


It was our last day. Nolan was taking me back to Paris for the La Fete 
Nationale. He came up from behind me and put his arms around my 
waist, saying, “Maria has the letter and she will send it off today.” 

“Thank you, I can’t get him off my mind. I wish I could just talk to 
him and then I would feel better. He has been through so much and 
with his challenging classes I just worry about him.” 

“I can call Deacon and have him call Christian or I can ... hell, 
I can try. What am I thinking? I took the gadget off because of the 
elements around here. Water is a problem, but water is a problem for any 
electronic device.” 

He finally was able to get through to the States, and I felt better after 
talking with Christian. He sounded good, even excited that in a couple 
of months he would finally be done with law school. We did not bring 
up the kidnapping. I did ask him to call Kate and check on her. He 
promised me that he would. 

Deacon had told Nolan that Kate was working hard and that she had 
contacted someone to help her find her daughter. I couldn’t wait to talk 
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to Kate alone, but that would be after we got back home to Ireland. It 
was weird saying that. My true home would always be in the States on 
the East Coast in a small town, but I liked knowing we had two places 
that we could call home. 

On our last day, we decided to go for a few more hours to our private 
beach to add a little more sun to our already tanned bodies. Nolan was 
sexy without a tan, but with his tanned skin he was extremely sensual. I 
studied his outline, the definition of his form. His body spoke to me in 
ways I had never known. We ended up making exotic love in the ocean, 
something I had never done in all my life. It was wet, salty and sexy, and 
when you combined all that with the elements that surrounded us, it 
made it bliss. 

Later he told me that if we were caught, we would be looked down 
upon; that the Seychelles’ people were accommodating to breasts being 
exposed but not nudity. That was why he had us secluded on our private 
little cove. I assumed getting caught having sex was out of the question. 
Anyway, I had worn my bikini bottom and so did he as we strode into 
the clear blue water. We had done it discreetly without anyone knowing 
except us, or at least we hoped. A part of me did not care. It was not 
something we would be doing on a weekly basis. 

We were lying on our backs soaking up the rays when Nolan sat 
straight up. “Put your top on, love.” 

I looked around, seeing nothing, but slipped my top on over my head. 

I heard voices but still did not see anyone in our view. Then out to the 
right of us an old wooden boat with two native men came into our view. 
They were casting a large net and I saw the strain on Nolan’s face leave 
just as fast as it had appeared. 

The men waved and went on about their business and I said, 
“What's wrong?” 

He said, “Thank God, nothing, but when talking with the locals 
I've learned that there has been known piracy in this area. Not bad, but 
it happens. They have said it happens more in and around the Indian 
Ocean. I’m just overly protective when it comes to you. I heard voices. 
I’m sorry I alarmed you, luv, but we can get more sun now. Lie back and 
Pll lather you up.” 

“Wait a minute. What kind of piracy? Like kill-you kind of pirates or 
ones we read about as children, kind of pirates?” 

“We are safe, Emmalyn. I should not have scared you. Piracy usually 
occurs when people are on their yachts either under way or when they’re 
anchored. The pirates of today are more like muggers, carjackers, 
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although some can be murderous thugs. But one of the men who have 
been watching over us said there has been more happening in this area 
than normal. I was just making sure that no one was sneaking up on us.” 

“Where are the men who are guarding us?” 

“T assume they're hidden in the trees out of our view. They’re here.” 
He pulled me over onto his lap and kissed me. “I will never allow anyone 
to ever harm you again. Not here, Emmalyn, or anywhere, family or not 
family. Do you understand?” 

It was almost time to go back to the house. I had packed almost 
everything before we left, but still needed to take a shower and clean up 
before our flight. Nolan held my hand and said, “Do you feel better?” 

“I always feel better when you are at my side.” 

We said our goodbyes to Maria. I never saw much of the other two 
assistants although I knew they were there helping so that everything 
was always perfect for us. Maria kissed me on each cheek and I did the 
same with her. I knew we'd see each other again sometime in the future. 
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“Mrs. O’Neill, how was your stay?” Mitchell said with a smile as I 
came aboard. 

“It was beyond words fabulous. Thank you for asking.” 

His smile was dashing as it reached his warm caramel-brown eyes. 
Unbelievably, for the first time, I truly noticed Mitchell as an attractive 
man. He had unusual reddish-blonde hair, downright unruly and curly. 
He also seemed to have a new twinkle in his eye. He seemed so much 
younger than his fifty-plus years. It was nice to see him so relaxed. 

I viewed him closer. He was definitely tanner then I remembered. It 
made me wonder if he and Kerianne had stayed somewhere there on the 
island. It had totally escaped my attention when leaving the plane over a 
week ago to even stop and ask Nolan if they were staying here or leaving 
with the plane. Good Lord, I was totally so engrossed in my husband 
that I overlooked basic needs of others. I needed to learn to take better 
care of the people Nolan employed. 

Kerianne was already making us drinks as we stepped into the cabin. 
She beamed at us, and with her Irish accent said, “You two are the 
picture-perfect couple with a splatter of sunshine and nature on your 
faces.” 

I laughed at her silly talk, but I couldn’t agree more. This trip had 
been like icing on the cake, perfect in every way. I looked around the 
spacious plane. I almost pinched myself to make sure that I was here. 
Sometimes it overwhelmed me to be so damn lucky. 

Nolan nudged me forward. “What’s the matter, love? Take your seat.” 
His voiced echoed through the cabin. “Kerianne, youre an angel. This is 
just what we needed.” I agreed! 

Kerianne excused herself to go sit up front with Mitchell. Nolan 
and I relaxed quietly for a few moments, and then he mentioned them. 

“T haven’t said anything about the affair going on between my pilot 
and flight attendant. I had put them in a place on the other side of the 
island and they each had their own rooms. Mitchell called me a few days 
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into the trip and told me to cancel one of the rooms. He would only 
need one.” Nolan grinned at me. “I’m happy for him and Kerianne. They 
seem good for each other. Kennedy has been with me for a long time. 
Kerianne is much younger than him, but who am I to judge? Romance 
happens at the strangest times.” 

We both chuckled and then he said, “It’s time to get this girl in the air.” 

I sipped on my drink while Nolan watched me like a cat getting ready 
to pounce on a mouse. 

“Why are you looking at me like a gator looks at a poodle running 
around in the back yard?” 

Nolan lowered his drink and said, “Like a what?” 

I laughed, “You heard me. Alligators love the scent of dogs. They will 
follow the dog’s scent for miles if they're hungry. You're got that ‘’m- 
going-to-eat—you look.” 

We were racing down the runway. I felt the exhilarating flutter of my 
heart as we lifted off the ground. 

Nolan busted out laughing and said, “You never cease to amaze me, 
Emmalyn.” 

The plane leveled out and he unlatched his seat belt. dropping to the 
ground and crawling slowly over to my seat. “I can’t resist your scent. I’m 
extremely hungry. If you'd feed me more I'd be a more obedient pet!” 

I pushed him away. “Sex fiend. You get more than enough.” 

He stuck his lip out pretending to be offended, “Are you denying 
me, wife?” 

Something inside me quivered and I said, “Of course I am.” 

That’s when he started his seduction and slowly edged his way up my 
body. We were nose to nose and he said, “Are you still denying me, love?” 

I couldn’t help but giggle. “You, Mr. O’Neill, are absolutely unreal, 
adorable and intimidating as hell. Shoo! Go away.” 

He put his marshmallow lips to mine. His lips were the kind that you 
can get lost in, creamy soft, and I was already drifting away. His tongue 
slipped into my mouth so smooth and gentle that it made my heart 
accelerate. His kiss turned into passion, raging and strong. He unhooked 
my seat belt, put his hands through my hair, wrapping his large hands 
around the back of my head, pulling me to the floor with him. I sprawled 
out on top of him and moaned into his mouth. God! How did he do this 
to me? I could feel his dick, thick and hard, rubbing at my belly and all 
he did was kiss me. 

Through tongues and teeth he growled, “Are you still denying me, 
Emmalyn?” 
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“Yesss!” I said desperately. 

It was pathetic, even to my ears. He flipped me over with one smooth 
motion, peering down at me with a heated storm brewing behind his blue 
eyes, “Then don’t stop resisting me, love, because I can’t turn back now.” 

He ground his pelvis into my mound and shivers went across my 
skin. He rose above me and stood up quickly. He placed a finger over 
his lips to silence me. Then he turned and went straight to the cockpit. I 
heard him speaking in Irish. I heard a click, and then he reappeared and 
leaned on the door jamb with his legs crossed and his hands shoved into 
his pockets. I had leaned up on my elbows, trying to figure out what my 
husband was planning. 

“Come to me, Emmalyn.” 

I shook my head at him. He said, “Still trying to deny me, love? It 
does you no good, you know.” 

“Tm not in the mood,” I said, but without much punch. My breathing 
was still unsteady from our passionate kissing. 

“Are you sure about that, love, because from where I’m standing it 
looks like you are ripe for the taking.” 

I flipped over and started crawling away from him. He reached into 
the band of my pants and yanked me up with my butt roughly hitting 
his crotch. He leaned down and bit my neck hard, hard enough for me 
to scream out his name. I knew he liked this role-play as much as I did, 
and he showed me he was more than willing to deliver. 
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We were back in France. I was speechless as we walked into the hotel 
lobby; it was wonderful. Nolan was checking us in and I was like a child 
in a candy store. I wandered around to the exquisite arrays of floral 
arrangements all around the lobby and breathed them in. It transported 
me back to our wedding and how glorious that day had been. I was 
daydreaming when Nolan put his hand in mine and brought it to his lips. 

“Nolan, this place is spectacular.” 

“Wait until you see the room, love.” 

“Can we walk around first? I want to see everything.” 

He led me around and showed me the fountain of marble with 
carvings of the heads of different gods. It was done so long ago that it was 
hard to imagine who accomplished it with such accuracy and without 
the tools we had today. Every suite on the front of the hotel had its own 
wrought iron balcony, and underneath each windowsill were baskets 
of flowers overflowing and draping down the stone wall. It looked like 
something out of a fairytale. When we finished exploring and made it to 
our room, Nolan picked me up again and carried me over the threshold. 
I couldn't help but laugh; he was so damn adorable. I set my feet down 
upon the floor. He kissed me and flashes of our earlier encounter filtered 
through my mind. 

My thoughts went back. I could feel him biting me, my panties getting 
wet at the thought of his possession. He had pinched my breast through 
my sheer top and continued biting me along my neck and shoulder as he 
said, “Surrender, love.” I couldn’t resist him. 

“Emmalyn, turn around and look at the view.” 

I turned to see an outstanding sight of the Eiffel Tower. We were 
encased in a one-hundred-eighty-degree glassed-in panoramic view of 
Paris. Nolan put his hands around my waist and I said, “I’m definitely 
blown away.” 

“Me too. I’ve never stayed here. This is a first for me also!” 

He made us reservations at the Eiffel Tower. The exquisite food, 
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the soft browns of the interior and the crisp white linens starched to 
perfection and the music playing softly in the background made the 
experience something to remember. To my surprise, the head chef came 
out to greet us. He bent down and kissed Nolan on each cheek, their 
hands clasped tightly. Clearly, they were old friends. When Nolan 
introduced him to me, he kissed me on both cheeks, yet the whole time 
he spoke French, so I had no clue as to what he was saying. 

Nolan stood up and said, “This is my wife, Emmalyn.” The chef 
backed up, whistled under his breath, took his right hand up to his lips, 
and smacked them together with the sound of a kiss. His charm was 
infectious. He had been speaking in French, so I had no clue what he 
was saying. He kissed me on both cheeks, and started talking to me in 
English. He said it was chef’s choice tonight and would we mind if he 
made the selection for us. I thought it was a lovely idea. He turned on his 
heel and was off, bumping into tables in his hurry. When he left Nolan 
told me his story. 

He told me that the Eiffel Tower was originally going to be built for 
Barcelona, but they refused it. It was constructed here in Paris. Many 
Parisians were upset, wanting it moved or taken down. They didn’t want 
the steel monster to be a part of Paris, yet here it is and it has become the 
center of Paris and its prime attraction. Nolan and the chef had known 
each other for years and before he became a part of this team of fine 
workers, the chef had worked at other places in France. They had kept in 
touch throughout the years, though it had been a few years since Nolan 
had last seen him. 

Champagne was brought to our table and the waiter spoke to us in 
French so Nolan graciously answered his questions and thanked him 
before he left our table. 

Nolan smiled at me and said, “Compliments to my very beautiful 
wife and the chef said that he was preparing an amazing meal for us 
tonight.” 

He poured our champagne and toasted me. “To my exquisite wife. 
You make me fall in love with you more every day that we share together.” 

We clinked our glasses together. The French couples were speaking 
their language all around us and it was romantic all by itself. 

“We have been invited to a ball for tomorrow night after the Bastille 
Day festival,” Nolan said. “Would you like to go?” 

“I can honestly say I have never been to a ball, but I have nothing 
to wear. 


“So, back to my original question, would you like to go? There will 
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be some very influential people there. I haven’t been in years, but if you'd 
like to attend this elaborate display of wealth, I believe you'd get a kick 
out of it.” 

“Well, my goodness, since you put it that way how can I turn it down? 
I still have nothing to wear.” 

“All I have to do is make a call. We both need something to wear.” 

The waiter arrived and the feast began ... everything from caviar to 
York ham truffle to the dessert, a dark chocolate praline with hazelnut 
ice cream. I was absolutely stuffed and blissfully on my way to being 
tipsy. The chef returned and I told him that it was definitely an award- 
winning meal, the best I ever had the pleasure of enjoying. He kissed 
me on my lips this time, and he tasted of wine and dark chocolate as he 
poured us another glass of wine. He told us about how the restaurants in 
this area each month were invited to stage their finest selection of wine 
for display here at the Eiffel Tower. Of course, I was intrigued with his 
story and wanted to try another French bottle. 

A different bottle was opened and we continued sharing our stories, 
his stories being much more intriguing than mine, and Nolan’s being 
completely mind-boggling. I was truly seeing the man that was keen and 
calculated, changing before me as he chatted with the chef. I had not yet 
witnessed this part of his personality. Now another piece of the puzzle to 
Nolan O’ Neill was revealed. I knew without a doubt that I wouldn’t want 
to be at a negotiation table fighting against my husband. He would clean 
the table, so to speak, with his tactics. The chef was in politics and knew 
some high influential people and just from their chat, I sensed the predator 
in both men. I liked seeing the affluent philanthropist materialize before 
me and it showed Nolan’s brilliant talent for every aspect of life. 

My face must have exposed my inner thoughts and he straightened 
in his seat with a cough and looked from me to the chef. “I’m sure I’ve 
bored you enough for this evening. My wife has never been to a grand 
ball, so we accept your invitation and we'll continue our conversation 
tomorrow night, as I think we are unexciting in the company of my 
beautiful wife.” 

“Oh, on the contrary, Nolan, this is a side of you I have yet to 
encounter. I find your enthusiasm inspiring.” 

The chef winked at me and in his charming accent bid us farewell, 
“Ce était un plaisir de vous rencontrer, Mme. O'Neill. Jusqu'a demain soir. 
It was a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. O’Neill. Until tomorrow night.” He 
tipped his head at me and disappeared into the crowd. 

As we made our way towards the elevator, I could sense something 
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had changed in Nolan’s mood. He was uneasy. I was nervous to say the 
least. We were alone as we stepped into the elevator and the doors closed 
behind us. What had changed in such a short time that made him so 
nervous? 

‘I’m sorry I left you out of our conversation tonight. Will you 
forgive me?” 

“What? Nolan, I was married to an attorney, for Pete’s sake. You don’t 
need forgiveness. It’s the first time I witnessed your passion in depth.” 

The doors opened and he took my hand and led me towards our hotel. 

“Damn, Emmalyn, when I looked at you my mind went blank. I had 
gone on and on about—” 

“Nolan, you captivated me with your talk about those projects 
and other important things. I want to get more involved with all your 
charities. You held me spellbound with your expertise. Good lord, that 
shouldn’t surprise either one of us. You keep me enthralled daily.” 

He spun me around to face him, saying, “You are incomparable, 
Emmalyn. You keep me captive with your compassionate heart and your 
charisma.” He kissed me passionately with all of Paris to observe. 

As we walked the streets in our silence, I wasn’t thinking of the night's 
events. My thoughts returned to the plane. I was remembering the feeling 
of his teeth nipping at my neck and shoulder as he directed my body to 
move with his as one, until we were flush with the plush chair on the 
plane. He had ordered me to strip in front of him and kneel with my legs 
spread balanced on each armrest. I was so exposed but felt so cherished. 

He held me in place as he devoured my mound. He brought me to 
divine climax and I had watched his sheath burgeoning with every pant 
of my encouragement. He had flipped me over bringing my knees up 
high for him to enter me from behind, his hands firm on my hipbones as 
he readied himself to enter into my warmth. 

“Emmalyn...” My spell was broken. 

Yes?” 

“Love, you were a million miles away.” 

I laughed aloud and said, “No, not a million, but I was about thirty- 
seven thousand feet above ground.” 

He was slipping the card into the door as a look of indecision spread 
across his face. 

Within an instant, his recognition of my whereabouts flickered across 
his face. “My little Minx is still hungry and I thought I already gobbled 
you up today.” . 

“You did and, no, I’m full as a tick on a hound dog in hunting 
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season. I was daydreaming or, should I say, night dreaming of our earlier 
encounter.” 

“T love when you talk dirty to me, wife.” 

I slapped at his chest. “No more.” He smiled. 

“How about a nightcap and a hot bubble bath?” 

“Oh, now youre talking, that sounds divine.” 

“Tm at your mercy, wife. Pll get our nightcap. You go run the water 
for our bath.” 

“Deal.” 

I was already soaking in the tub when Nolan brought us two whiskies 
already warmed by the microwave. 

He held the glasses and said, “Love, I don’t believe there is enough 
room in that tub for two of us.” 

He put the glasses on the rim of the tub. I patted the water hoping 
he’d climb on in. He held back a shiver and then he started his strip-tease 
for me. When he stood naked in front of me somewhere in the back of 
my mind the words whispered... a/l mine. It was silly of me to think such 
things, but he truly took my breath away every time I saw his perfect body. 
He slowly climbed in behind me with his knees cramped in the space 
tightly. I slid mine up to meet his and to give him more room. I loved the 
scent of the eucalyptus and lavender that drifted up with the steam. 

He handed me my whiskey and we both said, “Slainte.” 

I gulped and felt the burning and a warm sensation running all the 
way to my toes. He told me that he had made a call before joining me 
and that a Parisian designer would be here in the morning with attire 
for us to go through for the ball tomorrow night. I had been to many 
fundraisers and corporate parties, but I must say I had the willies in my 
stomach just thinking about the affair. 

I asked him, “So how many people will be there tomorrow night?” 

He had a hint of laughter in his voice. “’d say anywhere from a 
hundred to three hundred.” 

I thought he was kidding, but when I tilted my face up just enough 
to see his face, it was obvious that he wasn't. 

“Holy shit, are you serious?” 

“Oh, don’t get nervous. You will do exceptionally well. Pll be with 
you every step of the way. I get to show off my wife. I can’t wait to see the 
looks on some of the Holy Joes. I mean the people who are self-righteous 
and the others who thought I'd never marry and settle down. It should 
be an interesting night, my a’/ainn.” 

“Gee, honey, that makes me feel so much better.” 
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We both broke out laughing. Then he became serious. 

“You will steal the hearts of every man in the room, just like you 
stole mine.” 

We made love slow and sweet and afterwards we snuggled together 


and slipped into blissful sleep. 


OMG! I had tried on six damn dresses so far. | was running out of 
time. Damn it, I had no idea which one to choose. “Aimee, which one 
would you pick out of the dresses so far that I’ve tried on?” 

Aimee was the assistant sent to me by the top designer here in Paris. 
She took the place of the designer who was supposed to be here, but 
was called away before my nine o'clock appointment. I assumed she was 
called out to a higher ranked woman who was apparently more distressed 
than I. 

“T have one more, madame,” she said. 

Oh, hell, what was one more? The one I had on was a soft pink and 
beautiful. But I swore that with all the rosettes on it and the fullness 
of the skirt I looked more like the poodle that I had just talked about 
the day before than a ballroom queen. As she unzipped the bag I saw 
a glimpse of the folds and the outline of a black strapless sweetheart 
pattern dress. I knew it was the one. 

A few hours later, Nolan pulled me through the crowd like a 
child, on the way to the Bastille Day parade. I finally spotted Kennedy, 
who was apparently saving us a place on the Champs- Elysées. Lo and 
behold, Kerianne was by his side. As we came to a stop, I was grateful for 
the break. My feet were killing me. I heard the hustle and bustle around 
me when Nolan pointed out a car stopping, with armored vehicles 
behind it. 

He said, “That, my lady, is the president of the French Republic, and 
the man who is getting out now,” he pointed his index finger, “is the 
French Army chief.” 

The president had on a modest suit, but the chief standing next to 
him was dressed like our American five-star general. As I looked down 
the street it seemed the armored vehicles went on for miles. Men in many 
different outfits passed by. Black uniforms blue suits, red hats, black hats, 
gold roping, medals of honor ... it was a magnificent production. Men 
on horseback, of the French Republic Guard, came trotting by, in black 
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jackets outlined in gold roping and white sashes across their chests. They 
wore polished black boots, white belts and white gloves, and on their 
heads were silver caps with red feathers standing proud and tall. Jet-black 
hair hung down the length of their backs, for all to see the importance 
and glory of their victory! Some men carried flags but they all carried 
pride with every step they took and you could see it on their faces. You 
could feel it in the air. 

Fighter aircraft flew overhead, and then military helicopters flew over 
in some type of formation. I couldn’t help but think of my father and say 
a big thank-you to him for his service to the United States of America. 
My thoughts soon came back to Paris as nine jets from the French Air 
Force flew over the Louvre and its Pyramid, releasing trails of blue, white 
and red smoke representing the colors of the French national flag, the 
same as my red, white, and blue, just in a different pattern. 

I had tears in my eyes as I watched this marvelous display of 
celebration of their victory so many years ago. 

Nolan looked down at me and wiped the tears from my eyes. “Why 
are you tearing up, love?” 

I shook my head and said, “It just makes my heart sing to see such 
patriotism. I do this on the Fourth of July in America, too.” 

He pulled me into his arms and said, “My sentimental wife.” 

When he let me go, he went on to tell me about how this French 
holiday began on the first anniversary of Storming of the Bastille, in 1790. 
The storming of the fortress was a symbol of the uprising of the modern 
nation and the reconciliation of all the French within the monarchy that 
preceded the First Republic during the French Revolution. 

After chatting with Kennedy and Kerianne, we said our goodbyes 
and started walking the streets. It was like being in New York, with 
thousands of people everywhere. Nolan and I had been alone for so long 
that being around all these people felt foreign. Needless to say, everyone 
spoke French so I felt like an alien. All around us were live music, 
dancing, re-enacting of history, a park filled with blankets and children 
running around. I asked Nolan what they were doing, as hundreds of 
families were on the massive lawn. 

He said, “The Chateau de Versailles welcomes the public to enjoy a 
free open air picnic called the Bassin du Fer-a-Cheval, along the banks 
of the Grand Canal. The French call it /e déjeuner sur l’ herbe—lunch on 
the grass.” 

I rather liked the simpler version, but I wasn’t French so I smiled and 


nodded my head. 
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Nolan bowed towards me. “Would you like a history tour, my little 
Minx? I am here for your entertainment. | will be your jester, my queen, 
here only for your amusement and storytelling.” 

I nodded. An audience surrounded us now because of Nolan’s 
theatrical display. Phrases in French echoed around us and my husband 
had my full attention as he led me down the streets of Paris. People were 
smiling as he walked us away. 

“So, wife, there is a wealth of history about Paris,” he said. “I’m 
taking you first, as you will see, to the markets as we travel back in time. 
The cars will become fewer and will disappear altogether for no cars are 
allowed in the market area. Did you know that long ago Paris’s name 
was Lutetia and that the first market was called Palu? It was opened 
for people to exchange merchandise and special designs by anyone with 
imagination. The original bazaar vanished years ago, but by 1860, Paris 
had fifty open-air markets as we call them today. The city decided to 
reopen the Enfants Rouges market and it’s still the oldest covered market 
in Paris. Now the city has nearly a hundred different markets of all 
specialties and many different districts.” 

I looked around the fascinating marketplace and said, “They really 
seem to sell just about everything, don’t they?” 

“It’s true—products of yesterday and today’s specialties. A lot of 
businesses have been handed down from father to son for generations 
—from butchers, flower distributors, fish, and poultry to cheese. They’re 
called purveyors. You'll find every known market in each district of Paris. 
They bring in huge numbers of people and also money to the economy.” 

We were passing by a flower stand and the woman standing behind 
the bundles of exquisite-smelling flowers said, “Quelle est votre fleur 
choix de od, madame?” Nolan translated for me. “What is your flower of 
choice, my lady?” 

“Avez-vous delphiniums?” he asked her. 

The French woman’s smile was large as she spoke to Nolan. She must 
have just noticed the handsome man standing next to me because she 
was almost drooling as she said, “Oui, je fais. Combien voulez-vous?” 
He explained that she said she did have them and asked how many he 
wanted. 

“Je vais predre une douzaine, je vous remercie.”He winked at me and told 
me he had told her he would take a dozen, thank you. She nodded, turned 
around, wrapped them in a beautiful red foil, and handed them to me. 

I did my best to smile at the hag, who really wasn’t a hag, she was a 
bitch in heat who flirted with my husband like I wasn’t even standing 
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next to him. Nolan bent down and kissed me passionately, which washed 
away all my ugly attitude. I loved that he could do that to me. When 
he released me, I looked over at the woman and her mouth was hanging 
open. Nolan said, “Bonne journee a’ vous.” Good day to you. 

He took my hand and held it. I wanted to glance back to see if she 
was flagging me off, but didn’t dare for fear I might be right. Knowing 
the mood I was in I’d turn back around, march right back to her stand 
and slap the shit out of her. Good God! What was wrong with me? I was 
not a jealous person. 

Nolan’s voice broke into my thoughts as he said, “I see I picked the 
right flowers for you.” 

I raised my eyebrows and tried to be as innocent as possible. “What 
do you mean?” 

“Well, my little Minx, I thought there was going to be a catfight back 
there. Your zodiac sign is true to its form.” 

I started laughing. I couldn't hide my feelings from him. In return he 
laughed, shaking his head. 

“She’s lucky that I didn’t scratch her eyes out after she so rudely 
had sex with you with her eyes. She couldn't be more obvious and 
disrespectful to me.” 

“Love, I think you are forgetting that we're in Paris. Paris is for lovers. 
I, Mrs. Emmalyn O’Neill, only have eyes for you.” 

“Well, it wasn’t your eyes that I was worried about. How do you say 
‘bitch’ in French?” 

“T’m afraid to tell you, but I will if you promise to be a good girl. I'll 
trust that you won't be calling every woman that passes us ‘chienne. On 
the other hand, you could say ‘salope. Either will work, but chienne is a 
female dog and salope, well, it just means bitch. Can you do that, my 
little Minx?” 

“T think I like the sound of chienne. Of course, I won't say it. That is, 
I won't say it loud enough for any of them to hear me.” 

“You, wife, are deadly and that is Irish slang meaning fantastic, 
wonderful.” 
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I went on to tell her the reason I bought her the delphiniums, which 
are the flower of her zodiac sign. “Since you are so damn beautiful and 
Cancer is your zodiac sign, I thought it most appropriate to buy them for 
your birthday month. Most Cancers seem to have deep emotions. | think 
I just saw that part of you at the flower stand. However, I must say I’m 
very happy that you're so possessive over me.” 

Emmalyn just rolled her eyes at me. 

I said, “When I read about your sign I found out that you can 
be patient, sociable and have a loving disposition and that you are 
compassionate and thoughtful, but the most important thing about you 
is that you are incredibly romantic and extremely sensitive.” 

She batted her long black eyelashes at me. “That about sums me up.” 

I leaned down and kissed her soft plump lips. Damn! I loved her, 
every damn molecule of her. “T have one place that I want to show you 
before we head back to the hotel. Are you up for it?” 

She just gave me the look that said, Really! So I took her hand and 
led the way to Marigny Square, or Carré Marigny. “I’m taking you to an 
open-air market where postage stamps are bought and sold by sideliners. 
Um, that’s what they’re called, people with hobbies. I’d call them people 
who are serious collectors of stamps—philatelists. The first French stamp 
was issued back in 1849. 

“Although you probably don’t remember the letter I sent you, the 
one after you finally wrote me back, the stamp on that letter was 
bought right here. I bought it thinking about you. A lot of movies 
have been made here. Right where we're standing at this very spot, 
Audrey Hepburn and Cary Grant stood, back in 1963 in the movie 
“Charade.” 

“Did they kiss right here at this very spot?” 

“Hell, I don’t know. My parents brought me here when I was a kid. 
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They told me the story. I’m sure my mother was a romantic like you, but 
I didn’t ask them if they kissed.” 

She reached up and pulled me down to her warm lips. I made out 
with my wife in Marigny Square as if it was our first time, while there 
was whistling, chattering and clapping of hands going on around us. We 
broke free of our embrace. I told Emmalyn to take a bow with me. She 
followed suit and the applause got louder. 

I said to her, “I told you I'd be your jester. Have I succeeded, my 
a illeacht?” 

“Absolutely, my personal encyclopedia, you are one of a kind and an 
entertainer for sure! There is one more thing we need to do Irish.” 

“What have I missed?” 


“Tt’s time for us, Irish, to buy you a wedding ring.” 
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Thankfully, Nolan thought of everything. Standing behind me was 
a hair stylist who worked for the hotel. She had worked diligently on my 
black mane. Her name was Noémi, and it sounded like “no-me.” Every 
time I said it, I wanted to laugh. She was a beautiful girl and she spoke 
very little English so before we disappeared into the bathroom, Nolan 
gave her instructions from me. I wanted my hair half up and half curled 
in ringlets down my back. I had already put most of my makeup on. She 
had just finished up with the curling, twirling and spraying of my hair. 
I told her it was beautiful. I wasn’t sure if she understood me. It was so 
frustrating not knowing other languages. 

“Thank you, Noémi.” 

She smiled back at me. “Merci, une de licieuse soire’e.” 

I think she just said have a delicious night. Lord, I'll have to ask 
Nolan. I tipped her and she left the bathroom. 

Minutes later Nolan was tapping on the door, “Are you ready, 
Emmalyn?” 

Just breathe. Holy hell, why was I so nervous? 

“Almost, baby, give me a couple more minutes. I tipped Noémi, but I 
don’t know if it was enough. Did you take care of her? She needs a bonus 
after what she created with my mop of hair.” 

“Yes, love. Now can I come in? I can’t wait to see you.” 

“No, baby, go make us a drink and wait out on the balcony. I'll be 
out soon.” 

I heard him walking away saying, “I already made us a drink. Hell, 
I’m on my second one now.” 

I laughed because he had no patience and he’d just have to wait a few 
more minutes so I could look at myself. I stood there looking in the long 
mirror. I looked like a girl on “Dancing with the Stars.” I felt like a star 
and it felt amazing. 
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Nolan was looking out over the Paris skyline when he heard the click 
of my heels. He turned around slowly to see me. I hadn't let him see 
what I had picked out to wear. His eyes were looking me up and down, 
gazing at my cleavage and the way the long satin dress hugged my body 
like a glove. There was a slit up the left side of the dress all the way up to 
my thigh. From my hip to the floor, there were layers of black satin that 
ended in a row of black feathers around the hem. 

“You look absolutely exquisite. How in the world did I get so lucky? 
I have no idea how I’m going to leave this room with you looking like a 
super-model,” he said. 

I gave him my sultriest smile. “I think it was a match made in heaven 
or something like that.” 

“Or something like that. You're a masterpiece!” 

I had definitely reached my goal in getting his attention. It was hard 
to throw Nolan O'Neill off kilter, but I had accomplished it tonight. Of 
course, he looked dashing from head to toe in his black suit, with silk 
facing on the jacket, a very starched white cotton shirt and a matching 
white bow-tie. 

“You don’t look half bad yourself, husband. I love the shoes.” 

“Are you making fun of my shoes, wife? Because these are the latest 
fashion—black patent leather with the grosgrain bow is what you'll be 
seeing dancing around the floor tonight.” 

He stepped up to me and my heart accelerated. He could be the 
advertisement of any of the top-selling magazines. He smelled like the 
insert of the middle of a magazine when you pull the paper covering 
open to smell the latest fragrance. I had to stay focused if we were ever 
going to get to the party. 

“Really? I'll be sure to keep my eyes open. You smell yummy.” 

“Tl say the same to you. What are you wearing, Emmalyn? I like that 
scent on you.” 

“Um, I’m thinking the same about you, and it’s a secret.” 

“If we don’t leave right now, I won't be able to leave this room and 
you will still look like a cover of a magazine, just a little more rumpled.” 

I took one big sniff of him and said, “Let’s go. We don’t want to 
be late.” 

“No, of course not, although being fashionably late is always 
acceptable, Minx.” 

I tugged on his hand as he said, “Okay, you win, but all I'll be 


thinking about tonight is peeling that dress off of you layer by layer, lick 
by lick.” 
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“You, Irish, are hopeless. Pll be counting down the hours until you 
fulfill your sexy words.” 

“Emmalyn Grace O'Neill, you're playing with fire. You know when 
you do, you always get burned.” 

We were on the elevator with an elderly couple who were holding hands. 
I smiled at them. It was so damn cute seeing an old couple happy. Nolan 
talked to them in French and introduced me, but I didn’t know what they 
said as they replied to him or me for that matter. They stopped on the third 
level, the hotel bar and lounge. I waved goodbye to them. The doors closed 
and we stood side by side without touching as we slowly continued our 
descent. Just two more floors. Ping, the elevator chirped one more time and 
right before we came to a stop, I grabbed Nolan’s crotch, gently squeezing 
his cock, and said in a low voice, “Burn me, baby, burn me.” 

The door opened and my smile was back on and we walked off into the 
lobby. The door attendant told Nolan in French that our car was ready. 

When the limo door closed, I glanced at my husband and knew that 
an inferno was brewing next to me. He didn’t show it. He was as calm as 
a cucumber as he poured us a drink. Then he handed me my glass and 
said, “Sit back and relax. We have about a ten- minute drive.” 

I took my glass and tipped it against his, saying, “To the inferno.” 

His smile was slow and fiery. “Oh, I'd say more to firestorm. I promise 
to bring your body ablaze tonight, sweetheart.” 

I downed my drink and said, “I wouldn't accept anything less, 
sweetheart.” 

He said to the driver, “Fenetre vers le haut sil vous plait,” and the 
window went up, shutting the driver off from us. 

Nolan reached over and walked his fingers up my leg from my knee to 
where the split began. His eyes were smoldering and I was melting fast. 
He walked my fingers two more steps, lifting my dress away from my 
bare skin and stopped when he discovered I had panties on. He applied a 
little pressure to my covered clit and rotated his fingers in small circular 
motions and I moaned with pleasure. 

“Lift your beautiful ass up, baby. I have to feel you,” he said. 

I slowly moved up and he slipped my little thong off and put it in his 
pocket. I began to wonder if I was ever getting it back. I suspected he 
planned to touch me during the night with his probing fingers and by 
the time we made it home—hell, what was I thinking, we'd never make 
it back to our room before he plunged into me. He slowly tortured my 
pussy, slipping in and out while rubbing my sweet spot. I never took my 
eyes from his as I came with his finger inside me. 
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“My God!” he whispered. “I thought your muscles were going to 
do permanent damage to my index finger.” I was so wet that he began 
looking around for a napkin or something to wipe me off with before 
my gown was soaked. Not finding anything, he just ducked down to my 
wet pussy licking and sucking everything there. “I don’t want to mess 
up your makeup so I won't kiss you this time,” he murmured. Then he 
slipped his finger back into my entrance, swirled it a couple more times, 
took it out and held it up to my lips. I took his finger in my mouth and 
sucked it clean. I reached down and felt his cock jerk in his pants. I could 
tell it took everything inside him to sit back and let me recover, and to 
get his cock to shrink back to its original state. 

He had just given me a fantastic orgasm. Now he sat back on his side 
of the seat, looking cool as a cucumber as | sat there panting, trying to 
collect myself before we went into an effing ball. 

He looked at me with intense self-control and said, “It’s show time, 
sweetheart.” 

“Nolan, I need you to give me my panties.” 

His look was savage and raw. Then he tapped his coat pocket and 
said, “They’re right here for safekeeping, love.” 

The door opened and he climbed out and gestured for my hand. I 
was speechless as I took a deep breath and climbed out of the limo with 
anxiety in my step. Damn it, Emmalyn, you can do this! Nolan’s ease 
was my turmoil, but I played it out until the end. I walked with him up 
the steps to a large columned castle-style structure. Huge swans were 
carved on each side of the building. Swarms of people were entering at 
the same time as we were. I couldn’t understand them. There were many 
foreign languages being spoken. Yet, somewhere in my brain it soothed 
me as I climbed the stairs to the chamber. 

Nolan squeezed my hand and whispered in my ear, “Queen O'Neill, 
you look spectacular tonight. All eyes are on you.” 

And so it began. I was greeted and kissed by many people. I really 
didn’t know which way was up, down or turned around by the time we 
made it to the first bar. 

I didn’t wait for Nolan to ask me what I wanted to drink before I said, 
“Double on the rocks, gin and tonic.” 

The French bartender said, “Je ne comprends pas.” 

“He doesn’t understand you,” Nolan said, and corrected my error. 
The bartender set two drinks in front of us, and I picked mine up, threw 
the straw back on the bar top, and downed it in two gulps. It slid down 
my throat replenishing my veins. I glanced up to see Nolan looking at 
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me with surprise and then he leaned down and murmured, “I’m glad to 
see youre just as disturbed as I, love.” 

“You think I’m calm? Seriously, I’m still feeling like Jello on the inside.” 

We both laughed and he ordered me another drink, but I switched to 
a white wine and he said, “Montrachet it is.” 

I took a sip; it was smooth as butter and the taste kept changing as it 
glided down my throat. The finish was superb. I would have to ask him 
later what the name of it was again so I would remember. We could then 
buy it for our cellar. We walked around, Nolan introducing me to dozens 
of people, people from all over the world, people with titles like Sir and 
Duke of such and such. Good lord, I would never remember all these 
people’s names. 

I heard a familiar voice from behind us and turned to see Chef, as 
I'd learned he was called, chasing us and calling our names. Of course, 
he greeted us just as he did at the Eiffel restaurant but with even more 
charming flair than the night before. I noticed as he talked he would 
switch languages the more excited he became with the topic. The speaker 
crackled and the announcer said, “Grand-Mars.” The Grand March. 
Nolan squeezed my hand and my heart sped up. 

He had gone over the ballroom etiquette with me earlier. The attendant 
at the door had given me the booklet of lettered paper trimmed with lace 
and ribbon. She had wrapped it around my wrist when we arrived, but 
I hadn’t had the time to look at it. Chef and his date were ahead of us. 

Nolan said, “Just breathe, love, you'll do fine and if you mess up it’s 
okay. Watch Claudia, the chef’s date, if you feel the need to, but try to 
stay focused on me. I will make you look flawless.” 

Nolan bowed to me. I curtsied in return and the Grand March began. 
It wasn’t as terrifying as I thought it would be. We all went into a waltz 
and Nolan was true to his word. He made me feel faultless as we glided 
across the shiny floor. One dance went into another and then another. It 
was magical to see all of these people accomplishing the same perfection. 
My dress glided and flowed in perfect harmony with the melodies and in 
that moment, I felt like we should have the titles of Duke and Duchess 
before our names. 

“You look smashing, husband.” 

“And you, wife, look enticingly magnificent.” He touched his pocket 
and smiled. “You are much better then you believe yourself to be.” 

“Oh, and you, husband, are a devious man and way too kind.” 

I thought back to our first dance when I thought I was teaching 
Nolan how to shag, only to realize that he was always in control and 
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knew the ways of my life better than I did. Then my brain raced ahead 
to his seduction in the limo. My body started tingling. The dancing 
went on and on, we switched partners many times and Chef was truly a 
wonderful dancer, though I only understood half of what he said most 
of the time. I finally asked Chef why everyone called him Chef and said, 
“What’s your real name?” 

He laughed. “Well, Mrs. Emmalyn, I don’t tell many people, so keep 
my secret. My name is Savon.” I shook my head at him. as we continued 
to swirl across the floor. 

“But you have a beautiful name. Why don’t you want people to use it?” 

He laughed again and said, “Of course, you would not understand. 
You are American. My name means ‘soap maker’ in French so, as you 
can see, it doesn’t fit my profession.” 

I had to laugh. One, I was very much American, and two, I could see 
that he would think that it was a problem being a soap maker. But his 
name was beautiful, I’d use it anyway. 

But I went on to say, “Yes, now I can see that could be a problem.” 

We laughed and laughed. The song ended and he asked me if I was 
ready for a drink. I didn’t see Nolan anywhere as Chef led me off the 
dance floor and to the bar. We spotted Claudia and he ordered us three 
glasses of that superb white wine. I felt alone as I stood next to them 
as they gossiped along in French. For some strange reason my panties 
came to my mind and I smiled, looking across the dance floor. Standing 
next to a column was my handsome husband. We made eye contact and 
he patted his pocket. I ducked behind the curtain that hung as art and 
held my breath. I backed up and hit something solid. Nolan’s arms went 
around my waist and he brought his lips to my ear and whispered, “You 
cannot hide from me, Minx.” 

“Who said I was trying to hide from you? I was waiting for you to 
catch me so we could finish what you started in the limo.” 

“My little Minx, follow me.” He spun me around and I followed 
him down a long hall decorated with paintings of landscapes. We stood 
outside two large elevators, he slipped a key into the one on the right, 
and we stepped inside. 

“Where did you get the key to the elevator?” 

“I have my sources.” The elevator stopped, the door opened, and I 
stood there in shock. It was a penthouse made for the kings and queens 
of France, not for my Southern bumpkin. Nolan tugged on my hand and 
I slowly entered the room. Nolan’s castle was the most elaborate home 
I had ever seen. This open room was draped in wealth. The walls were 
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decorated in red silk wallpaper and huge antique chairs sat in front of the 
fireplace. A full staff stood off to the left waiting for instructions. Nolan 
talked to them in French, they disappeared from the room, and we were 
alone. He pulled me into his arms. 

“Cat got your tongue, my little Minx?” I just shook my head because it 
was like a dream. He said, “I have a few connections so I thought I'd surprise 
you. Do you like it?” I looked up at him and whispered, “I’m wowed.” 

He walked us to the glass window, where a display of lights sparkled 
far below, giving us a spectacular view of the city. He leaned down and 
gently kissed my lips. The tingle began to move through my body and 
his seduction pulled me into his trance. He turned me around and pulled 
my hands up so that they were placed on the window and parted my legs 
with his knee. My dress moved with his movement like it was made for 
this moment. I said, “What about the staff?” 

“Don't worry; I dismissed them for the time being,” he said. “Relax. 
I have to have you. Let me have you here, Emmalyn, above the city of 
love. No one can see us.” 

My body melted to his words. He moved with the expertise I had 
learned I couldn’t live without. He lifted my dress and pushed into me 
from behind. My forehead rested on the glass with his hands holding 
tight to my hips as he drove into me hard and fast. At that pace, neither 
of us would last long. Minutes later, he was climaxing and roared out my 
name when he shattered into a thousand pieces inside my body. He was 
still in me when he whispered, “Sorry, I couldn’t wait until the end of the 
evening to be with you. You've had me worked up since I turned around 
and saw you from the balcony.” 

He kissed my shoulder, then I leaned back and he softly kissed my 
lips and moaned. He slipped out of me, took his handkerchief and wiped 
me off, then himself. My dress slid back into place as if it had never been 
rumpled and I turned to him, saying, “You are perfect. This is perfect. 
Thank you for this experience.” 

“Tll make love to you tonight when we get back to our suite since I 
wasn’t very considerate with your needs tonight.” 

He was wonderful as always, but him making love to me later was 
fine with me. I wasn’t going to complain. I assumed that I wouldn't be 
getting my panties back either. 

After he showed me around the penthouse and I freshened up, we 
went back down to the ball. Nolan introduced me to a nice couple who 
were bigwigs in the oil business before we found Chef and Claudia. 
People were still dancing and everything was going on as if we hadn't 
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disappeared for the last hour. When Nolan and Chef Savon went to 
talk to someone they knew, I told him I’d stay with Claudia and have a 
drink. We talked as much as two people could when neither of us knew 
the other’s language. I was looking around when Claudia touched my 
shoulder and as I turned around, I thought I saw Nolan, but it couldn't 
have been, he was too young. 

She said in her broken English that Nolan had gone to use the loo. I 
smiled at her, but tried to spot the young man again. There were so many 
people that it was impossible to find anyone in this crowd. I finally asked 
Claudia where the loo was. I needed to go take care of my own business. 
She pointed in the direction of the main hall, so I excused myself and 
headed off in that direction. I dodged people and sidestepped in and out 
of huge columns. Thankfully, the line was short. 

A woman about the same size as me stood in front of me talking on 
her cell phone in French. I glanced at her and saw that she was upset. She 
apparently didn’t like me listening in on her conversation even though I 
had no clue what she was saying. 

When I walked out I looked for Nolan. He was nowhere in sight, 
yet lo and behold, the young man that looked like a younger Nolan was 
walking towards me. His smile was dashing and he said something in 
French. I shook my head, so in his thick accent he said, “Pardon me, how 
foolish of me not to have known you are American.” 

Nessa 

I then held out my hand and he lightly took it in his own, bringing 
it up to his lips, as he said, “My name is Davet, and yours would be?” 

He was charming. “I am Emmalyn O'Neill.” 

“Beautiful name for a beautiful woman. May I have this dance?” 

He was already leading me to the dance floor as I said, “Yes, that 
would be lovely, thank you.” 

“Oh, Madame, the pleasure is all mine. Of that, Emmalyn, I can 
assure you.” 

He was young enough to be my son. He was definitely flirting with 
me, but I saw no harm in just one dance. He so reminded me of Nolan, 
although not as tall, and his eyes were just a little lighter blue than 
Nolan’s but, my goodness, the resemblance was noticeable. He danced 
like a pro swinging me around as if I had been his partner for many 
years. He had been well raised, of that, I was sure. He seemed cultured 
and stable for his young age. 


“T see that you are married, Mrs. O’Neill. He is a lucky man,” he 
breathed. ‘ 
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“Oh, I would say that I’m the lucky one in our relationship.” 

At that same time, Nolan stepped into our view. The look on his face 
was haunted, as though he'd just seen a ghost. 

I said, “Davet, here is my husband now. I looked everywhere for 
you, Nolan.” 

He just stood there looking at my partner, Davet in return staring at 
Nolan. I stepped out of Davet’s hold and closer to Nolan, asking if he 
wanted to dance, trying to derail this fierce intensity between the two 
men. Davet just nodded toward Nolan and backed off the dance floor. 

After he walked away, I said “Nolan ... Nolan.” He finally broke his 
concentration on watching the young man walking away, long enough 
to look down at me. Then he took me in his arms and we began to dance. 
“What the hell is wrong with you?” I said. “We were just dancing. He’s 
a charming young man. Might I add that he is young enough to be my 
son? We ran into each other outside the loo.” 

My cool, collected husband was not so cool now. He wasn’t talking 
so I knew something was wrong, but I had no idea. The song ended and 
he said, “We need to talk, Emmalyn, now.” 

He put his fingers through mine and led me off the floor. It was hard 
to keep up with his long strides. I finally pulled my hand back enough to 
get his attention. He turned around and saw my face. 

I saw tears in his eyes as he touched my face and said, “I’m so sorry. 
My head is a fucked-up mess right now. I’m not thinking clearly.” He 
turned back around and slowly led me outside. 

My heart pounding, I said, “Oh, my God, is it your father?” 

“No, love, it isn’t. Will you just walk outside with me? I’ll explain 
everything to you.” 

He walked us straight to the limo. I was so lost to what was going on 
that I just slid into the back seat, almost numb to all possibilities. 

He slid in next to meand my heart broke in half as he said, “Emmalyn, 
that young man you were dancing with he ... he seems to be my son.” 

He handed mea piece of paper. I looked at him and started unfolding 
the note. I glanced down at the elegant writing. 

It said, “Nolan, meet me tomorrow morning 456 Le Mar Dr. at 10:00 
am. I’m sorry. I never meant for you to meet your son this way, Margarita.” 

I just stared at it. He took my hand in his and I said, “I’m so confused.” 

With a look I’d never seen before on his face, he said, “Well, love, that 
makes two of us.” 
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Davet 


Davet had looked into his father’s eyes and saw himself in twenty years. 
For the life of him, Davet couldn’t think of one word to say. He knew 
his mother would be embarrassed by such rudeness. She had raised him 
better. But Davet had to meet the woman who changed his father’s life, the 
woman who allowed him to finally meet his father. Good God, the one 
woman who forever changed his own life. 

Now more than ever, he had to talk to Nolan O’Neill! After meeting 
Emmalyn, Davet had no doubts whatsoever that the time to meet his 
father had arrived. 

Emmalyn seemed very happy. She was more beautiful than the 
pictures Carlos had taken of her and Nolan on their honeymoon. Davet’s 
mother had written many years ago in a journal, way before she passed 
on, that if his father ever married she would have proof that he had, in 
fact, changed. That was when she would finally tell me the truth. She 
had written that she would never approach him unless he did change, 
because she didn’t want me hurt. Nolan Hurley O'Neill was incapable 
of loving another person. Those were her words and those were the rules 
she'd left her son. 

She had said he was incapable of loving anyone. He deserted her long ago, 
but she loved him until the day she died. Davet would never know the whole 
story of their lives together. He knew how much she’d sacrificed for him, but 
after seeing the O’Neill’s together tonight, he had no doubts that they were 
very much in love. His mother had been wrong about Nolan O’Neill. He left 
the party, walked up to his car and tapped on the window. Carlos jumped out 
of the car and opened the door for him. 

Davet said, “Call Anthony. Tell him to find out where the O’Neill’s 
are staying. I have to meet him tonight.” 


Calista 


“Thomas, what am I going to do with you?” Calista said. 

He looked at her as attentively as possible, needing her to understand. 
“Love me more than you do right now.” 

He didn’t know how it happened, but life after death had him 
speaking like Nolan. His Irish brogue was just as distinct as Nolan’s and 
Calista’s accents. 

She brushed a kiss on his lips and said, “I love you more than my 
own life. I have explained all the rules to you, yet you keep looking in 
on Nolan and Emmalyn. It has to stop. Zakkai will punish you if you 
continue to disobey the rules. You already went and saved Nolan when 
the woman shot him. I'll never forget you walking straight in front of 
him to take the punch out of the injury, when he wouldn’t have been 
killed to begin with. Do not think for one minute that I don’t know 
about you helping his injury heal at warp speed or that you have been 
checking in from time to time to watch over them.” 

“Calista, love, you know I’m trying to disconnect myself from the 
pull that constantly draws me to the other side. I cannot stop it or control 
it for that matter. Something comes over me. I feel a shiver run through 
me when something is going to happen to them. Go ask Zakkai why this 
keeps happening to me. Go tell him to let them live in peace instead of 
trial after trial.” 

“My compassionate man, don’t you see that every human has his or 
her own trials? It is called life. It is how they learn and grow, bringing 
them closer to this side every moment that they are there on their side. 
Some are good and some are bad, but that is out of our hands. God gave 
everyone free choice. None of us can change that, not even Zakkai.” 

“All Pm saying, Calista, is that I fight the urge every day to go back. I 
cannot, because it would be a lie, promise you that I will not go back to 
help them if they need it.” 


288 CL unre 


“You are breaking our rules. Rules that we are sworn to obey.” 

“Yes, Calista, your rules, not mine. If Zakkai would stop these 
feelings then I wouldn't have the urge to go back. I love you and don’t 
want to hurt you, but you have to understand I have no power over what 
happens. It just happens all by itself.” 

“Oh, Thomas, what are we going to do?” 
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Nolan 


We stood on our balcony overlooking the city of love. I was numb as 
I stood next to Emmalyn. We had not said a word to one another since 
we arrived back at the hotel. I poured us a stiff drink and here we stood. 
Ever since I stepped off my plane a couple of months ago Id had all the 
answers. Now I had no answers to any of the questions in front of me. 
We both stood there at a loss for words for the first time since we met a 
few short months ago. 

My God, more has happened to us in the last year of our lives than 
in our entire forty-something years. When I looked into the eyes of the 
young man tonight, there was no doubt of his identity. He was my son. 
How had Margarita kept him from me? It had been many years since I 
had last seen her. I had hurt her very much. For that, I was truly sorry. 
She didn’t deserve not to be loved. I just lacked the ability to give her 
that part of me. 

Although she was a madam, I cared for her like I'd never cared for 
another, but I couldn’t give her my heart. My heart had been ripped 
apart and there was only one woman who could restore my faith in this 
world again. I had so many thoughts running through my head that I 
was struck speechless. I could only imagine what was running through 
Emmalyn’s head. I would soon find out. 

In a calm tone she said, “Nolan, before I ever read that note you 
handed me, I knew that he was your son.” 

She told me that she had noticed him earlier while dancing with 
Chef. Then they had run into each other when she had left the restroom. 
She said he was charming and well-bred and that Margarita had done 
a splendid job of raising him. I just couldn’t believe how calm she was. 

She put her hand in mine and said, “’m not sure what you are 
thinking. I can’t even imagine, but I’m here for you and, seriously, 
Nolan, you have a son! He is handsome and educated. A son that I hope 
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you can slowly get to know. After tomorrow, we'll know why Margarita 
kept him a secret from you.” 

I looked into her incredible green eyes. “God! I love you, Emmalyn. 
You are truly a gift from God. I’m terrified and you are a saint. I couldn't 
live without you, ever!” 

Her arms reached out and encircled my waist and we held each other. 
I noticed a limo pull up to the curb, not that that was uncommon. We 
were staying at one of the nicest hotels in Paris. I was stunned when the 
driver opened the door and my son stepped out of the door. He looked 
around and a man walked up to him. They were obviously talking, but 
I couldn’t hear what they were saying. I shifted Emmalyn around so 
she could see the scene below us. At the same time, the Paris fireworks 
started exploding behind the Eiffel Tower. 

Emmalyn shouted, “Davet!” She had to say it twice and then he 
looked up and she waved at him. She looked at me with pleading in her 
eyes. “Nolan, we must invite him up to join us.” 

I looked over the railing and gave him our room number. A few 
minutes later, | was opening the door looking into the eyes of my son. 
There were a thousand questions running through my head. He started 
to say something, but I stopped him. I was looking into his eyes. They 
were my eyes and it was a shocking experience. Then I stepped forward 
and pulled him into my arms. 

Davet cleared his throat and said, “I don’t know where to begin. I 
have rehearsed a speech a hundred times in my head, yet I find myself at 
a loss for the right words.” 

I leaned back saying, “Will you come and sit with us? I'd like to talk 
to you. Can I get you a drink?” 

He followed us as we walked into the sitting area. It was awkward 
as we sat down together and looked at each other. Davet started 
the conversation. 

“T don’t need a drink, but, thank you. Mr. O’Neill, I didn’t know you 
existed until a few months ago. I believed my father to be the Duke of 
Lux. It makes me a duke as well. I don’t care about the title. It has never 
meant more to me than being invited to jolly grand parties. My mother, 
God rest her soul, left me journals that were hidden from me until 
recently. My parents planned for me to follow in the family business. I 
went to boarding school when I was ten years old. I excelled in sports. 
My grades were excellent. I’m not here because I need or want your 
money. I have my own. I made my first million at the age twenty. The 
Duke wasn’t happy with me because he lost control of me at that time. 
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“When I went away to boarding school, my parents fought horribly 
over it. My mother was never the same after I went away to boarding 
school. When I was home for holiday, she was distant with me, but 
always seemed proud of my accomplishments. The years while I was 
away took a toll on her. She became a shell of the mother I once had. 
Before she died, she was extremely distressed. She asked me to go into 
the family business. I finally agreed to it because it was my mother’s last 
wish. I unfortunately still haven’t fulfilled my mother’s wishes, at least 
not as of now.” 

“My father has an established estate in the country. I live here in the 
city. My mother, unknown to me, had a pied-a-terre here also. Sorry, 
Mrs. O’Neill, I see by your expression that I have lost you. It means 
a charming apartment that she apparently had way before I was born. 
Right after she passed away, I received a letter with an address and a key 
to that very place. 

“T do not know who sent it or where it came from. I’ve had several 
people trying to find out where the card and key came from, but have been 
unsuccessful so far. As you can imagine, I was quite shocked to find out 
about a place my mother called her own, a mysterious place that I went to 
find. I stood outside the door for a long time before I unlocked it. When 
I stepped inside, it took me back in time. To a time when my mother was 
sane. I don’t mind telling you that I wept openly for the first time since her 
death, because when I looked around, I felt like it was my home. I decided 
to settle in and stay in the world my mother created for herself. 

“That is how I found out about you, Mr. O'Neill. It’s also when I 
found out that my mother was not the person she proclaimed to be my 
entire life. It was. in fact, embarrassing for a man like me to discover, yet 
she was also appealing and altogether separate from the woman married 
to the Duke. To my surprise, she wrote her life in letters. Her letters 
started from when she was a child, but mostly about the time with you, 
Mr. O'Neill, and then after you and about life with her husband and 
me. The letters and her life are sad. I found out about my mother and it 
broke my heart.” 

He said, “Did you know she gave you a son? Do you know that I have 
a brother out there somewhere? Anyway, her one stipulation was that 
she didn’t want me looking for you unless you found love. I wanted to 
find you after I read my mother’s letters even if you hadn't found love. I 
needed to meet you.” 

“Davet, I don’t want to interrupt you, but we have a serious problem,” 


I said. 
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He looked at me and then to Emmalyn, saying, “I’m not here to upset 
either of you with this story. I need to tell you this so I can move on.” 

I was heartbroken as I looked at him. “Son, I mean, Davet, I was 
given this note tonight at the ball. I’m very confused right now. I do 
not doubt that you are my son. You look just like me. I want to help in 
any way I can, but if your mother is deceased, then someone is messing 
around with my head and we need to find out who that is.” 

I passed him the note that read: “Nolan, meet me tomorrow morning. 
456 Le Mar Dr. at 10:00 am. I’m sorry. I never meant for you to meet 
your son this way, Margarita.” 

Davet stood up so quickly that I flinched backwards. “This isn’t my 
mother’s handwriting,” he declared. 

I stood up, taking two steps towards him and placed my hand on his 
shoulder. In return, he turned on me like a viper. 

“Don’t touch me. What the hell is going on here, Mr. O’ Neill? I will 
not have Mother’s memory mocked!” 

“Davet, I’m just as shocked by this note as you are. Until tonight, I 
never knew of your existence. I’m hoping you'll have some answers for 
me as well. Please let us sit back down to discuss who could be doing 
this. Who would want to do this or even benefit from it?” 

He nodded and shook his jacket into place. “I’m sorry. I am truly 
not myself,” he said. “This has been a bolt from the blue to say the least. 
Losing my mother and then finding out that she wasn’t the person I 
knew her to be has been a shock. Now someone is pretending to be her 
... ve been rude. Please excuse my behavior.” 

We both sat back down and Davet continued. 

“I was wondering, Mr. O’Neill, earlier how it was that you knew of 
my existence, as you call it. This explains how you know about me, but 
please let me continue with my story, and then we can figure out what 
to do about tomorrow morning. I think when I tell you of my mother’s 
writings, you will come to understand why she did what she did, though 
I still don’t understand it all.” 

I looked at him and then back at Emmalyn and nodded my head for 
him to continue. 

“As I stated before, it was as time itself turned backwards when I 
entered the apartment on Le Mar Drive. Whoever you are meeting 
there tomorrow knows my mother or they know that was her retreat. 
You see, Mr. O’Neill, my mother lived one life with the Duke and a 
completely other life when she stayed in Paris. I’m having a hard time 
trying to figure out who my mother really was! When I walked into 
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her pied-a-terre | was looking at pictures of me as a young boy and of 
all my achievements. Yet, throughout my entire life, I had never seen 
them. My mother’s living area showed off my textbook childhood so 
flawlessly that I thought it actually was a dream. It made me remember 
the mother who had held me close when I fell. She had praised my every 
achievement with joy. Over the years after I left for boarding school she 
slowly vanished, retreating into herself.” 

Davet then pulled out a letter from his pocket and said, “That was 
left for me by my mother.” He reached out and handed it to me. I began 
to read: 

“My beloved child. I named you Davet, which means beloved. Where 
do I begin? How do I make you understand that all I ever wanted was to 
secure your future? Instead, I failed you and left it in shambles. My time 
here is coming to an end and yet there is so much of me that you don’t 
know. I thought by keeping my secret, I was protecting you, but I’ve 
learned that I have not only hurt you, but that I have destroyed myself in 
the process. Above all else, in this world, if 1 can make you understand 
that I love you, I will feel that somehow I have accomplished more than 
I ever deserve. 

“I started losing myself when the Duke demanded that you be sent 
to boarding school. He had done it as a child and like his father and so 
on, but I couldn’t bear the thought of you being away from me. Slowly, 
I slipped away from this world and created my own world here in this 
place, where I was before I met him. I’m so sorry I let you down. I wasn’t 
strong enough to survive the tragic past that was my hell here on earth. 
I believe, if I could have kept you near me, I would have been strong 
enough, but that didn’t happen. When you were sent away, I came here, 
my little piece of heaven, where I could see you grow up with the pictures 
that surround you now. I thought for the longest time that living here 
with all your achievements, trophies and pictures I was doing the right 
thing. I would be happy. I see now that it wasn’t right for you and it 
surely wasn’t right for me. I made you the ghost of a little boy I mourned. 
You mourned for a mother who left you for no other reason except that 
I couldn’t cope with life. 

“I have wronged you, yet everything I did up until this moment was 
because of my absolute love for you. I know you have so many questions 
and if at this very moment you are gazing around at all the mementoes 
of yourself, you believe yourself to be dreaming. You are not dreaming. 
I’m leaving you a gift. I want you to look in the red painted armoire. In 
there you will find the answers too many, not all of them, but many of 
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your questions. I have left behind my life journals, my son. In those, you 
will finally get to know your true mother. 

“No one knows of this place except you and me. The day my husband 
sent you away was the day my love for him died. I wanted you to be 
raised as a king, to be a king, but all that went wrong when I couldn't 
convince him to let you stay with us instead of being like everyone else, 
sent away to boarding school. I hated him for that. I hated that I lost 
all control over your future and I lost my mind. I despised myself for 
allowing myself to deteriorate in mind, body and soul. I allowed the 
Duke to take from me the only thing that ever mattered to me and that 
is you! 

“I’m so sorry for failing you, Davet. I had this place long before you 
were born. I learned to write to help me deal with life and all that I have 
endured. It is so very difficult to admit all my sins to you, my beloved 
child, but you need to know the truth. You were created from the purest 
of love. I love your father. I have loved him from the moment I first met 
him and, honestly, I always will. The Duke isn’t your father. I’m sorry 
I couldn’t tell you this while I still lived. The pain is too deep. I have 
numbered the journals for you. I pray that one day you will be able to 
forgive me of my sins. You will always be my beloved beautiful son. And 
I know, God knows, I'll love you through space and time! 

“From the depths of my soul, Margarita, your mother.” 

I looked over at Davet and said, “I’m so sorry, son. What can I do to 
help you?” Emmalyn reached for my hand and I took it; I needed every 
ounce of love she could spare me. 

“Mr. O'Neill, Pve read and reread each of those journals, in fact, so 
many times, that I’m perplexed and my heart hurts. I walked over to the 
red armoire, pulled out the first journal, and started reading. I found out 
what my mother was. How she made her living. Why she had to live that 
life and more than anything, it hurts me that she had no one to help her. 
I found out about my half-brother. I have no idea where he is. I found 
out about Mack, who is your uncle, and what he did to my mother. I 
found out about you. 

“She tricked the Duke. She knew that she was pregnant with your 
child, but knew she couldn’t tell you. She was afraid you'd never love 
me. She knew you'd never love her and she did everything to protect 
me. She wanted to plan my life so that I was always loved and protected. 
And in a way I was, that is, until she shut everyone out including me. I 
don’t believe the Duke knows about you. I truly believe that he thinks 
I'm his son. I say this only because if he knew, he’d make you pay one 
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way or another for his misguided decision so long ago. I’m sure he would 
have cut me off many years ago if he knew me to be the bastard son 
of Margarita. 

“Looking back, I remember him shutting down his feelings for my 
mother and hating her for not loving us. Even at the age of ten, I could 
feel the tension between them whenever I was home for holidays. You 
see, I’ve learned from her that she truly ever loved only two people in this 
world, you and me.” 

Then Davet brought out one of Margarita’s journals and began to 
read the account of the circumstances that led to her tragic story: “April 
4 _ | had been on the streets for over a month, my hair was in tangles, 
my face was dirty and chafed. I was so hungry that my stomach muscles 
cramped and tightened with every step I took. It truly was by chance 
that Madame Babette found me that day and rescued me from the streets 
of hell. She had actually tripped over me that day and realized I had a 
pretty face, even through all the dirt. 

“She asked me if I wanted a good paying job, I was more than eager 
and fell at her feet begging her to take me with her. She did, of course, 
and then she cleaned me up and fed me for two weeks before she threw 
me to the wolves! 

“She personally assisted me, laying me out on the bed before her, 
inspecting my body with delicate fingers. She touched me in areas that 
made me feel good and my body responded to her. I believed that I fell 
deeply in love with Madame Babette. She was such a passionate lover 
and sensitive to my innocence, but I was soon betrayed when she sent 
me to my first male lover. He was the cruelest man I had ever witnessed. 
He enjoyed hurting me and after my first night with him, I hardened my 
soul forever. 

“Of course, Madame Babette had explained in detail the ways of sex 
with a man, but nothing prepared me for the violence that shocked me 
into silence after he manhandled me. I never used my voice again during 
those years. I was fifteen years young. I learned quickly and word got 
around fast that the girl with no voice was crafty in bed. Therefore, I did 
what I did to stay alive.” 

Davet said that in the next journal entry Margarita wrote about when 
she met me, when I was eighteen years old, and how much she loved me. 
Then he read a different part of the journal, about a traumatic attack she 
had suffered a year or so after that. Margarita wrote: 

“When I found out that I was pregnant with my first child, I must 
confess that I did everything possible to rid myself of the child in my 
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body. You see I knew that it was from a brutal rape by a man named 
McKenzie. He had been the cruel man that Madam Babette had given 
me to that first night. 

“I would never have willing let the disgusting degoutant pig into 
my grand parlor room, but as I left one night he came up from behind 
me, put his hand over my mouth and squeezed tight. Fear gripped me 
from deep inside my hidden walls. I passed out and when I awoke, I was 
chained to a bed in a foul hotel in the slums of Paris. 

“He kept me drugged and beaten for three days. During those days, 
I learned of a little boy named Nolan. The same boy I loved, but much 
younger. The one who had been abused the same way I was being abused. 
McKenzie told me every gory detail and laughed as I cried for the little 
boy of long ago. He taunted me with the ugliness and called me names 
I had never heard. No wonder Nolan couldn't love anyone, including 
me. Day after day, he would stroke me, caress me, and call me beautiful. 
Then he would become de’moniaque and beat me. He said I was the 
one who took Nolan away from him and he would make me pay every 
second of the day for ripping his nephew from his arms. Somehow, he 
had learned of my love for Nolan and I paid dearly for my mistake. 

“Many years before, I had met a woman named Jacqueline who sold 
flowers in the market. When I confided in her about my situation, she 
volunteered to take the baby as soon as I delivered. When the time came, 
I took one look at the baby boy as they wrapped him in blue and I threw 
up all over the nurse. He looked just like Satan and I was relieved to be 
rid of him. 

“I know what you must think of me, that I’m merciless and maybe I 
am, I couldn't look past the rape by the father of that baby. I pray now 
that God will forgive me of all my wrongdoings, not only to him, but 
also for what I’ve done to you.” 

Then Davet reached out and handed me a copy of the complete 
journal and letters so that I could read the rest of it later, especially the 
parts about the times Margarita and I had been together when I was 
twenty-two, and about Davet’s birth, bringing her happiness. 

I felt heavy sadness as I looked into Davet’s eyes. “Davet, I’m not sure 
how much your mother told you about our affair. What you don’t know 
is the other half to her story—mine. I cared deeply for your mother, but 
I couldn't love her because I was a broken man myself. If I had known 
about you, I would have helped in some way. I can’t say what I would 
have actually done because I was a messed-up kid, but I would have 
never left her alone to raise you without my help.” 
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“Mr. O’Neill, I figured that out on my own,” he said. “I mean you no 
disrespect and I don’t blame you. I can see the love you share with Mrs. 
O'Neill. In fact, it’s what brought me here tonight. I won't lie to you. I 
had you followed the last couple of weeks. I had to know if you were real 
before I approached you with this folly.” 

“What do you need to know, Davet? I do have answers to some of 
your questions.” 

“Well, my mother was explicit in her writings. I know more about 
you than you would ever want me to know, Mr. O'Neill. Her secret, 
which she gave to me, was that if you ever found love, or to be more 
specific, if you ever married, then she would tell me about you.” He 
choked up, but then cleared his throat and went on. 

“T guess for her, that was her last chance in hope for me. She said you 
had been changing for the last year. ’m not sure how she knew this, but 
I think that’s what my mother really wanted for you even though she 
knew it would never be with her.” 

He began to read me another of Margarita’s letters: 

“My beloved son, “I have watched Nolan over the years and up until 
now I thought that keeping you far away from him was truly the right 
thing to do. It is only of late that I have seen a different man. Nolan has 
surprised me tremendously this last year. The truth of my belief is if he 
ever marries, then he will be worthy of you. The man I knew did not 
know how to love. He would never marry under any circumstances. That 
is why I kept you a secret. It was always to protect you from ever suffering 
a penny’s worth of heartache. 

“Unfortunately, I endured enough despondency for an army. To 
shield you was my only mission in this life. If I make it to heaven, then 
I will be watching over you and keeping an eye on your future. It is sad, 
I never thought about death, but as it approaches I pray that I will be 
good enough to go through the gates of heaven. Pray for me, forgive me 
and one day, I pray, you will be able to say you loved me. Your mother.” 

The words hit me hard. I bowed my head in shame. I had said those 
words to Margarita, words that I now heard coming from the ground 
below me. Telling her that I could never love anyone had hurt her deeply 
and forever. “Davet, please call me Nolan. I know now how much I hurt 
her, although it was never what I intended to do. I have a lot to make up 
for and if you give me the chance I'll do so.” 

“Nolan, that is why I’m here. We both have been given a second chance.” 

I then told Davet the truth. The brutal truth about Mack and what I 
had gone through. I also told him about his half-brother, Cabhan, and 
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what he had done and where he was now. I told him that Emmalyn and 
I wanted to do whatever we could to help his tormented mind and that 
he was receiving the best care possible in a mental facility here in France. 

After that, we came up with a game plan for meeting whoever was 
pretending to be Margarita in the morning. We shook hands. My 
beautiful Emmalyn hugged Davet and told him she couldn’t wait to 
get to know him better. It seemed that of late tears flowed from my eyes 
without me wanting them to. Davet stood and embraced me. He told me 
how sorry he was for all of us. Hell, no one was sorrier than I. 

I closed the door and Emmalyn was in my arms before I could turn 
completely to face her. 

“Oh, Nolan, my God, what Margarita must have lived through, it 
breaks my heart. And Davet, my gosh, he is so broken. I think we should 
call the police. This scares me.” 

I wrapped her in my arms and held her close to my body and just 
feeling her next to me gave me peace. It had been a long night and I 
knew how weary I was. I could only imagine how tired she must be. 

I whispered in her ear, “Bedtime, a’/ainn. It has been a long night. 
Time heals all wounds. We will all get through this.” 

After we undressed and crawled into bed, she asked me to hold her. 
I cuddled up next to her. I softly told her how much I loved her. How 
damn sorry I was that she had to hear about Margarita. 

She didn’t say a word as I poured my heart out to her and after a few 
minutes I realized she had fallen asleep. I continued to hold her tight and 
as I did, I prayed. 

“God, you know my heart. You know about all my transgressions. I 
have extra weight on me tonight. Please give all of us the strength and 
insight to defend ourselves tomorrow. God, please heal and put together 
my relationship with my son. And Thomas, if you can hear me, my 
friend, keep Emmalyn safe. Amen.” 

I stayed awake a while longer, reading some of Margarita’s journals 
and learning about the woman she had been. 
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Margarita—Journals 


Madame Babette tried forever to rid me from the other girls, but 
I could not be replaced. One man would tell another man and then 
another about my skills. There wasn’t a man within a hundred miles that 
didn’t want me and oddly enough I had never spoken a word to any of 
them. I do not want you to think that I was proud of my life’s profession 
because I am not. Sadly enough it was the only life I knew and that 
lifestyle went on for years. 

That is until shortly after I met Nolan O'Neill, a young man that 
had a broken soul. I believed at the time that he might have been more 
broken than me or at least just as broken as me. 

At first I spoke not a word to him. The first night I just saw him as 
one of my other fellows. He was obedient and followed my cues like 
an expert, though I knew he was inexperienced. For some reason it 
made me challenge him more and more. I knew not of who he was and 
surely didn’t learn all about him until many years later. He amazed my 
senses. In all my life, which had been short, but so damn long, I had 
never met someone as broken as me. Yet even with that knowledge, he 
was truly the kindest person I had ever met. His eyes were the color of 
the Mediterranean Sea and at times they were the bluest of blue and at 
other times, times that I thought him to be mischievous, well, then, they 
would turn a deep dark blue and they literally transferred onto my soul. 

He was my camellia, which constantly changed before my eyes. I fell 
totally in love with him and it happened overnight. I had never let a man 
spend more than one night in my bed, yet he’d come back every night 
for a least a month’s time and I could not turn him away. He was a quick 
learner and learned a woman’s body without fault. We would pleasure 
in each other’s company, and then he would lie next to me and talk for 
hours. I would listen to him as a musician listens to an instrument to 
tune it to perfection. I couldn’t get him out of my head or my heart. 
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After weeks I opened up to him and told him of my childhood. That 
my mother had raised me in a shack on the outskirts of town. I had 
never met my father and one day after walking back from the market 
my mother suddenly became violently sick. I cared for her for two weeks 
before she died in my arms. I was fourteen years old and I had nowhere 
to go and no one to see after me. That was when Madame Babette had 
found me and took me in. 
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When our time was up, which was a month or a little more, Nolan 
said goodbye. I hurt so deeply that days turned into months and months 
turned into seasons and then it turned into years. 

What he never knew was that his father had paid me a great sum 
of money a couple of years after he had left me, and with that money I 
finally got the balls to leave Madame Babette. 
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Then I traveled and gave to charities, living a whole new life. It so 
happened that a few years later Madame Babette passed away and I came 
home to pay my respects. I know that sounds crazy, but she did take 
me in and I would have died on the streets of Paris without her help. I 
also wanted to see if there was any unwilling young woman imprisoned 
within the walls of hell who didn’t want to be there. As I stood at the side 
of the casket my eyes met the eyes that I had seen so long ago, a young 
prostitute named Anthea Bannan. 

She walked up to me and hugged me. She had been a very sweet girl 
years ago. I saw that time had taken its toll on her. She asked if we could 
talk. I took her arm in mine and we walked and talked for the rest of 
the afternoon. Now looking back I see how bizarre some of her questions 
had been to me, but also at the time I enjoyed listening to her story and 
learning that she was in love and very happy. 

She told me his name was Cabhan. Of course, I was in shock, but 
I didn’t say that he was my son, the son that I had given up so many 
years earlier. 

Right after the funeral and parting ways with Anthea, I wandered 
the narrow streets of Paris. They eventually led me back to the brothel 
that we called the parlor. I was stepping through the doors of the parlor 
room when I saw Nolan O’Neill, standing up as I walked towards him. 
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He smiled big and said, “Hello, Madame Margarita. I have been waiting 
for your return.” 

He was in town and had come to see me. I can still hear his voice 
echoing through my head as I write these words for you. He was older 
and even more handsome than the last time I had seen him. I was the 
teenage girl who fell in love with him all over again from long ago! 

Since he thought of me as Madame Margarita and because I let him 
believe this lie, we embraced as lovers once again. I had no room at the 
parlor anymore; it had been years since I had even been in the house. 
However, neither of us could stop the chemistry pulling us together. We 
stumbled up the stairs and into an empty room, as I was utterly starved 
for his attention. I extracted all the tenderness I could possibly bottle up. 
I knew I'd never see him again. I conceived you that very night. Nolan 
left me lying in the rumpled covers with a kiss to my cheek and a growl 
in his tone, saying, “I will not forget you Margarita, ever.” Of course, I 
would never forget him either. 

I cried for days and prayed that God would send him back to me. 
When I finally pulled myself together enough to leave Paris, | happened 
to bump into the Duke, on Square Arago. He helped me pick up the 
contents of my purse, which had scattered all around me after bumping 
into him. When I looked up at him, he smiled at me. He asked me if he 
could buy me a latte and we went to a café down the street. We talked for 
hours, and he told me about himself, and I, in return, lied about my life. 
I told him that I had sold a small vetements de femme clothing shop and 
now traveled freely and lived wherever life took me. He wanted to catch 
me like a butterfly and I let him eventually, because I had found out that 
I was pregnant with you. 

Oh, Davet, when I found that out, I was overjoyed. The only real 
concern I had was how I would care for you. I had gone through a lot 
of the money from Mr. O’Neill and I knew Id never go back to selling 
myself. I wanted your life to be perfect. I must confess that on many 
occasions I would pick up the phone to call Nolan to reveal to him that 
I was with child. I even called his father once, but hung up the phone 
when he answered. That is when my plan went into action to involve the 
Duke, to implant him into the future of our lives. 

I spent every day with him, assuring the Duke that you were his 
child. He was a dashing young man and we had great fun together, 
but when he found out that I was pregnant, he was not enthusiastic. 
Because of his station in society, his family quickly made the appropriate 
decisions to make us legal. He needed his child to be legitimate. We were 


302 C. L. Hunter 


married three weeks later and other than missing Nolan every day of my 
life, I truly lived a “fairytale life.” 
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When you were born, we were overjoyed. You had loving parents and 
loving grandparents, you were the talk of the city. I was able to nurse and 
cuddle you as every mother dreamed about. I would sit in your nursery 
for hours and watch you sleep, pretending that in a far-off land Nolan 
knew of your existence and that he would come through the door of the 
nursery with as much joy as I had. 

I always checked on Nolan. I knew that he started a company and so 
I decided to take stock in his company with the money I had left from 
what his father had given me. It is worth quite a bit of money now. It is 
all for you, though I know you don’t need it, you are just as smart as your 
father and I am so proud of the man that you have become. 
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I learned some years back that Mack, the man I despised, was in a 
deadly horse accident. I never learned of the true story of how he ended 
up back on his brother’s farm. I do know that Nolan was there when 
it happened and I couldn’t have been happier for him and for me. He 
wasn't worthy of the gift of life. 

I also learned Anthea was still with Cabhan. I never saw Cabhan 
again and I do not I think he ever found out that he was adopted. I heard 
that Anthea had changed for the worse during her life with him. I know 
that if he ended up being anything like Mack, his true father, then I 
pray God will have mercy on his soul. But I have no idea where or what 
become of Cabhan. I lost track over the years. 
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Calista 


Surrounded by a tingling feeling, Thomas had known it was Nolan 
before he heard him. Thomas could never see what was happening to any 
of the people he loved before something happened to them. He would 
just get this prickly feeling and then would know he needed to intervene. 

He whispered into the air, “I hear you, old friend, and so does God.” 

“Thomas. You heard Nolan, didn’t you? You know you cannot 
interfere. You are going to be forbidden to even see the other world if 
this doesn’t stop,” I warned. 

“Calista, my love, if you're asking why I can hear Nolan, then what 
do you think I am thinking? Maybe I’m supposed to help them. Have 
you ever thought about it like that? Why do I have a connection with 
the other side? Maybe it’s my destiny. I have to help him tomorrow, 
Calista. I have a feeling something bad is about to happen. Please try to 
understand. You of all people, who waited eons of time for me, should 
understand that we have to help them.” 

“Thomas, you drive me mad. Of course, I will help you. But you 
know you are impossible.” 

He gently kissed my warm lips, stars fell around our feet, and | 
whispered, “Of course, I will help you.” 

I knew that if the door was opened to him, then he was going to walk 
through it to help the people he loved. 

I didn’t know exactly why he was hearing Nolan or his son, but he 
was. And if he was, then God was allowing it. I just had to figure out why. 

Was this part of the big plan? Did this have something to do with 
putting Thomas in oblivion? 

There was only one man who had the answers to all my questions. 
The question was, would he tell me the truth? Zakkai knew many things, 
but he wasn’t always willing to give me the answers. 

It could be that Thomas was given a gift to help others on the other 
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side. Maybe it was because he and I were so close before he left eternal 
life to be born a human. For some reason he still had a connection with 
the other side and maybe it would eventually wear off. Or, maybe, his 
rights to the other side would be banished from him forever. 

Now, I had to ask myself; what did I want for Thomas and me? 


472 ¢ 


Emmalyn 


“Nolan, I’m coming with you and that is that.” It was the morning 
after our meeting with Davet. 

He rubbed his knuckles ever so softly down my cheek. 

“Emmalyn, please stay here. Whoever is doing this could be 
dangerous. I will not let anything else happen to you.” 

“Oh, so ’'m supposed to let you walk into danger while I stay here 
and stay safe? You know as well as I do that that isn’t going to happen. I'll 
make a deal with you. I'll wait outside. If you are not back outside in five 
minutes then I’m coming in. I will call the police while you and Davet 
go up there to confront the intruder. If all is well, then no big deal. If it 
is a problem then we'll have backup.” 

“Why can’t you be an obedient wife and stay here?” 

I gave him the motherly look that always worked on Christian and he held up 
both hands and said, “Okay, okay, you win, but stick to the deal. Promise me you 
will wait for me.” He sighed. 

“T promise,” I whispered. 

We walked out hand in hand. Davet was already waiting for us in the 
lobby. He was such a handsome young man. He kissed me on each cheek 
and shook hands with Nolan. When we stepped into Davet’s limo, we 
were all quiet, lost in our own thoughts. 

Nolan spoke up first. “Maybe you two should just wait in the car. 
Let me go up and talk to this person first. They might not know that we 
know each other and that will be our bartering chip.” 

Davet was quick to respond. “I think us showing up together is the 
bartering chip.” 

My poor husband, who was always in control, just looked at us with 
pain in his eyes and said, “Okay.” 

The limo came to a stop and Nolan leaned over, took both my hands 
into his own. “I love you, Emmalyn. Everything will be okay.” He kissed 
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me hard on the mouth and was out the door faster than I could reply. 

I sat there with Davet’s driver as our eyes met in the rearview mirror. 
He looked as frightened as I felt. He knew little English and I absolutely 
knew no French so it was pointless to say anything. We waited in silence 
together. 
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Nolan 


Davet looked at me as we stood at the entrance of the door to 
Margarita’s apartment and asked, “Etes-vous prét?” 

“Je suis aussi prét que je le serai jamais, | replied. “I’m as ready as P’Il 
ever be.” 

Davet started to unlock the door, but it was already unlocked so we 
stepped in together. A man about my age, maybe a few years older, was 
standing in the middle of the room. His attire was immaculate. His 
steel-gray eyes met mine, his mouth slightly open as if he was going to 
say something. We had definitely thrown him off kilter. 

His next words took me off guard. “Son, what are you doing here?” 

So, this was the Duke. Davet said, “Duke, why are you here?” 

The man looked confused when he said, “I received this note.” He 
held up his left hand. It was a handwritten letter like mine. 

“It said to come here to meet the man who took your mother from 
me, he said. “Is this the man? Who are you?” 

Davet turned to me, looking me in the eyes, then back to the Duke. 
“Sir, it looks like we are all being played. I’m not sure what’s going on 
but, after Mother passed away I was sent a key and a letter telling me of 
this place. I didn’t want you to find out this way, but I’d like you to meet 
my biological father, Nolan O’Neill.” 

All of us were in shock and all of us were confused. I excused myself 
and went and brought Emmalyn up. We all sat in the little sitting 
room staring at each other. I didn’t know why Davet had been so cold 
to the Duke; introducing me as his father was a low blow. Even I felt 
uncomfortable. We sat in total stillness as my son, whom the Duke had 
always thought of as his son, told him the short version of the story 
of Margarita. 

The Duke turned to me and then back to Davet, saying, “I don’t 
understand. None of this makes any sense. I never knew. I received this 
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note late last night with this key and so here I am. I am in shock. Your 
mother never told me any of this.” 

I felt so damn sorry for this man. If he wasn’t behind this, then who 
the hell was? I started to say something, when the front door opened. 

A woman who looked to be in her mid-sixties strolled in and said, 
“I’m so glad everyone has had a chance to get to know one another. 
My name is Jacqueline. I figured I owed Margarita a favor after she 
passed away.” 

Emmalyn grabbed my arm, saying, “Oh, my God! I saw her last 
night in front of the loo.” 

“Yes, Mrs. O'Neill, you did. You messed up my plans, so here we are. 
You made me do some quick thinking last night. I had a difficult time 
putting all this together. But I can see by all your faces that you all know 
the truth now.” 

At that time, she pulled out a revolver and pointed it straight at 
Davet. The Duke and I stood up at the same time to block her move. 

I said, “Stop!” 

She looked at me saying with such venom, “You! If it wasn’t for you 
none of us would be in this place. Margarita loved you. It was always 
you. Of course, she gave up her first-born son because of your uncle. I 
took that beautiful boy and tried with everything I had to make him a 
good boy. Now you have locked him up like an animal. Then you give 
her this boy. Why should you, after leaving her and making the Duke 
here raise him as his own son, get the prize? I, in return, walk away 
with nothing.” 

Tears were running down her face. “It’s not fair. I was a good mother. 
I loved Cabhan as if he was truly my own flesh and blood. I had told 
him I was Margarita Fontaine, someone he could proudly call mother.” 

I spoke slowly as I said, “Jacqueline, I’m sure you were a good mother 
to Cabhan, but it isn’t what you think. I am paying professionals to help 
him get the best care available. He isn’t being hurt. Far from it. You 
taking the life of Davet isn’t going to change what happened in the past.” 

As cold as ice she said, “Yes, it will, because you will finally know 
pain like Margarita and me, by losing the only person you ever loved.” 

At that moment, she turned the gun at Emmalyn and my heart 
stopped. As the gun went off, the Duke threw himself in front of 
Emmalyn. He took the bullet. I dashed for Jacqueline and crushed 
her hand with the gun still lodged in her palm. I pushed her back and 
she crumpled to the floor. I took the gun from her and I ran back to 
Emmalyn. She was on the floor with Davet and the Duke. 
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Davet was screaming. “No, no, no. Oh, God! I’m so sorry, Dad.” 

The Duke said, “I never knew, my boy. When you were younger, I 
thought your mother had had an affair. I punished her for her infidelity, 
but you'll always be my son. No one can take that from me. I should have 
told you I love you and I’m proud of you, son. I’m sorry because I wanted 
you to be more like me, but I pushed you away with my stubbornness.” 

Davet, holding him in his arms, said, “Dad, stop. You are a good 
man. You taught me well. Don’t you dare leave me.” 

The Duke closed his eyes and tears slipped from the corners. The 
police barged through the door, along with the medical team, which 
quickly prepared the Duke for transport. 

Davet said, “I’m going with them.” 

I said, “Of course. I’m so damn sorry, Davet. If there’s anything you 
need please call me. Let me know any news as soon as you know.” 

He nodded toward me and walked out after his father, the man who 
raised him, the man who loved him. 

Emmalyn was shaking so bad that I felt the vibration under her skin. 
I pulled her close and whispered, “Baby, it’s going to be okay.” 

She looked at me with such sadness and said, “I don’t know what 
okay means anymore.” 

Damn it, I had to agree. In my head, I asked myself the same damn 
question. When will crazy stop being crazy for us? 

More than an hour later, we had answered all the questions we could 
to the police. They took Jacqueline away. She was crying, saying I had 
ruined her and Cabhan’s life. I couldn’t think about all that right now. 
All I could do was hold Emmalyn and wait for Davet’s call. The ride back 
to the hotel seemed like the longest ride of my life. 

I was snuggling with Emmalyn on the couch when the call came 
through. “Davet, how is the Duke?” 

He told me that he was out of surgery and the doctor had said he 
would survive. We talked for several minutes. Then Emmalyn jumped 
up from the couch. She ran for the bathroom, saying, “I’m going to 
throw up.” 

“Davet, Emmalyn isn’t feeling well. Can we get together tomorrow?” 

He said he understood and that he’d call with a time in the 
morning. I told him we would like to see him before we left France, 
and I hung up the phone. I went to the bathroom door, knocking 
once, and then entering. Emmalyn was on the floor with her hair 
hanging over her left shoulder and her right hand held up to me. “I’m 


fine,” she said. 
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I squatted beside her and she reached up with her left hand and 
flushed the toilet. 

“What can I do to help you feel better? You want me to get you 
something from the market to help settle your stomach?” 

“There isn’t anything you can do. I guess it’s my nerves. I think I'll lie 
down for a little while. I’m exhausted.” 

I scooped her up into my arms, kissed her forehead and carried her 
into the bedroom, laying her softly on the bed. I pulled the covers back 
and tucked her in. “If you need me, I'll be right here watching you.” 

“Nolan, you don’t have to watch me. I'll be fine.” 

“Okay, then I'll come back in a little while and check on you, 
okay, love?” 

She mumbled, “Okay. Love you too.” 

I had nothing to do. I went out on the balcony and thought through 
the day’s events. I had a lot to think about. I was happy, afraid, excited 
and emotionally worn out. I needed to go down to the market and get 
something for Emmalyn. Something that was going to finally open her 
eyes to the truth. 
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We ended up staying a few more days after the day of the shooting. 
I had spent some time with Davet while Emmalyn rested. We talked 
mostly about the Duke. As much as I wanted a relationship with my son, 
I didn’t want to push him into something he wasn’t ready for. He needed 
time and I had plenty of experience with that. I gave him my numbers 
and he gave me his. 

Emmalyn thought she had a stomach virus. She was finally feeling a 
little better so we decided to fly home. Davet promised that when things 
settled down with the Duke, he would come to Ireland. It would give us 
a chance to rest and time to think about where we all went from here. | 
knew I wanted to have him in my life. 

When we had talked over tea the day after the terrible scene and the 
shooting, I realized that he was much like me. He was smart and much 
more polished at his age than I had been. We talked about Margarita. I 
told him everything I could remember. We both felt sadness for things 
we couldn't change. He told me what he missed growing up without 
siblings. I told him about my father, Aislinn, Deacon and Christian and 
Kate, and that when he was ready he would have a full family waiting to 
meet him. We ended our chat with a warm embrace, and I still felt the 
warmth of our conversation as I climbed the stairs to the plane. 

Emmalyn still didn’t want to believe the truth, but it was time to fill 
her in on what was going on. 
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Emmalyn 


The wheels were rolling and the plane was ready for takeoff. I felt my 
stomach quiver and my mouth started watering. Nolan looked at me 
with sad eyes. He had been on the phone with Deacon, but I honestly 
didn’t care. I couldn’t take any more bullshit. I was so damn hormonal 
that I thought I had to be starting the change of life. I snapped everyone's 
head off and that was so not me. 

I couldn’t wait for the plane to level out as I slowly slid out of my seat 
and hurried to the bathroom. I was going to throw up again and actually 
maybe this time it would finally help rid me of whatever was making me 
so nauseous. Nolan had been watching me like a hawk. I waved my hand 
at him, trying to reassure him that I was fine although in all reality I was 
miserable. One minute I was alone and losing everything I had for lunch. 
The next second, my hair was being lifted from my face and my husband 
was behind me with a cold washcloth for my forehead. Then he said the 
words that froze me where I sat. 

“Emmalyn, | think this is more than just stomach flu.” 

He handed me a white stick and started unwrapping it. I turned 
toward him. “You've got to be kidding. Nolan, that is impossible.” 

He looked at me with knowledge in his eyes. I stared at the thing he 
offered me and just like that, it hit me. How could I be so dumb? 

Calista had said to me, “The heavens have granted you a gift.” 

Then there were the secret whispers of my husband throughout our 
time together, the last flower he gave me, my mood swings, the stress, 
and, God, the sickness. “Holy shit, this isn’t possible,” I whispered. 

I saw such love in Nolan’s eyes as he said the words I never thought to 
hear again, I mean, mever again, in my life, “I think we're going to have 
a baby, Em.” 

As surprised as I was by his comment, I was more taken aback by him 
calling me Em. I whispered the words aloud, and he said, “I should have seen 
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it all along, but it took me seeing Thomas again to change my thoughts.” 

“What?” I was in such shock that I just stared at him. 

“PII tell you everything if you are feeling good enough for us to talk?” 

I just shook my head and he lifted me and cradled my body next to 
his. I felt so damn lost. What the hell, why was I always the last one to 
know about the shit that involved me? 

As I sat in his lap, he started his tale with some of my first words to 
him. “Do you remember when you said. ‘My friends call me Em’?” 

I did remember saying that back on the boat. I thought he didn’t 
want to talk to me or even think of me as Em. I thought he called me 
Emmalyn because others rarely ever called me that; it was his own 
uniqueness. But now I loved the way he said my name and to hear 
“Em” from his mouth, well, it just made me cry. God! I’m one big 
blubbering idiot. 

“Why are you crying, Emmalyn?” 

Through my sniffling, I said, “Because I love the way you call me 
Emmalyn and you saying Em disturbs me. Now you sound like everyone 
else and I don’t want you to sound like everyone else.” My tears kept 
falling. I was still feeling like the idiot. 

“Baby, I will still call you Emmalyn. I just need you to know that 
to me youre Emmalyn, Emma, and even Em just like Thomas used to 
call you. You are ‘My Everything’ and the entirety of you is what truly 
matters to me.” 

I finally stopped crying enough to hear his words and it made me 
smile. I felt foolish to even think that he didn’t love me. My hormones 
were getting the best of me, but I still said, “Please call me Emmalyn.” 

He lifted my chin a little so that I had to look into his deep blue eyes. 

“Do you think that calling you Em makes me love you any less? Baby, 
what I’m trying to say is that not so long ago you told me on a ferry boat 
that your friends called you that nickname, yet I’ve never called you Em. 
I guess I let my pride say that I wanted you as my lover, my wife, but 
I didn’t realize that above all I wanted you to be my friend. And now, 
Emmalyn, you are going to be the mother of my child.” 

His words made me cry all over again. 

“Do you want me to tell you about Thomas or do you want me 
to wait.” 

“I want you to tell me everything, Nolan.” I knew what he was 
thinking. He wasn’t used to seeing me so fragile and, hell, I wasn’t used 
to seeing me on this side of fragile either. It had been a long time since 
I felt this way. 
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Nolan 


Emmalyn, I have never felt more humble than I am right now. I 
sit here with you and I’m still shocked at what happened. After the 
shooting and you became sick, I went in the living area and sat on 
the couch. I needed some quiet time to get me thoughts together. 
As I sat in the quietness, Thomas came for a visit. First, I need to 
tell you that Thomas loves you very much and he has never stopped. 
Of course, now he has Calista, who is the other half of his soul. But 
you and I will forever be a part of his life. Calista is also very fond of 
us. Together they risked everything to save you and me. Apparently, 
he will pay a price on the other side, one that he said he didn’t fully 
know of. 

“Thomas said there was a pull to our world that he couldn't disconnect 
from. He spoke of someone named Zakkai who ruled over their kind. 
He wasn't God, but he was the final say, and one of the rules was that the 
angels must not interfere with people in this world. 

“But Thomas told me the pull toward us was so strong that day in 
Margarita’s apartment, he came to us at the exact moment Jacqueline 
pointed the gun at you. He appeared right in front of you, Emmalyn. 
Calista stood in front of Davet.” 

I choked up as I tried to explain to her what he had done for us. “That 
was when Thomas moved in front of the Duke and took the bullet that 
was meant for you. 

“Emmalyn, as you can imagine, when Thomas or Calista steps in 
front of us to stop a bullet, they aren’t affected by it at all, but it saves us 
from having a mortal wound. That’s why my wound wasn’t as bad as it 
should have been and why I healed so quickly. That’s also why the Duke 
miraculously isn’t dead. This is the last sacrifice for us from Thomas. He 
also promised that from this point forward our craziness would be gone. 
We would live in peace. That was when he said to tell you that you are 
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going to be a mother again. Calista knew when you touched her at the 
gravesite but they were overjoyed for us.” 

“Nolan, why can I not see them?” 

“IT don't know, sweetheart. The last thing he said to me was ‘Don’t 
stop believing in miracles because miracles still happen.’ Calista has the 
ability to see things we cannot see and not long ago she foresaw our 
future. She displayed it for me, but I ignored her, as I did back in those 
earlier days. When you told me you were unable to have children, my 
mind fought against itself to believe in the unbelievable. Every once in 
a while I would say a prayer after making love to you that you would 
conceive with our baby. Why I ever doubted them is crazy. Everything 
either of them ever said to us, so far, has come true. I feel like a fool at 
times and so damn unworthy. Apparently, love, you have been with child 
from our first night together.” 

She reached up and lightly touched my face, giving me her best smile. 
“How do you know that? Did Thomas tell you? Oh, Nolan, we're going 
to have a baby. I love you, Nolan Hurley O’Neill.” 

“Yes, Thomas told me you are several weeks pregnant. Oh, and I love 
you, Emmalyn Grace O’Neill, more than I'll ever be able to show you.” 

We were ready to move forward. The future lay before us so perfect, 
and I’ll be damned, all I could think was I was going to be a father. 
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I had to see it with my own eyes to believe it. I sat on the toilet and 
tinkled on the stick. I didn’t even get to finish before the strip turned 
blue. I squealed like a child. Nolan was watching me with delight the 
whole time. 

He said, “Didn’t I say we are supposed to believe in miracles?” 

“Of course, we are, I just need to see the results for myself.” 

“Okay, doubting Thomas.” 

I stuck my tongue out, but he was right. After everything, we had 
been through, I still doubted in fate. 

When we had returned to Ireland, it was good to be back home. As 
Nolan drove from the airport to the castle, I pinched myself to make 
sure I was real. It hurt like hell, so I was really here and this was really 
happening. 

I was still feeling sick to my stomach, but it was getting better. We 
had been at the castle two weeks now and we finally decided that we 
would go back to the States for my ob/gyn care. I wasn’t sure how far 
along I was, but I had to be at least two months by now. Nolan was 
overprotective and at my beck and call like a hired hand. 

We would go for our first appointment together, which was in three 
days. I hadn’t told Kate or Christian about my pregnancy. I’m not sure 
why I hadn’t. There was no doubt that I was indeed pregnant. Maybe 
once I got back in the States I'd be brave enough to tell everyone the 
truth. As for now, I was packing a bag and counting the hours before we 
went to Dr. Andrews for my first appointment. I couldn’t wait to see the 
look on his face. 

“Mrs. O'Neill, it’s good to see you.” Mitchell was beaming as I 
boarded the plane. 

“Mitchell, how are you?” 
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“T couldn’t be better, ma’am.” 

“That's good to hear. Now get us safe and sound back to the States, 
okay?” 

“Yes, ma'am, will do.” 

“Kennedy,” Nolan said, with a smile as wide as the airplane. 

“Mr. O'Neill.” Mitchell tipped his captain’s hat as Nolan walked 
past him. 

“Tl let you get this baby in the air. PIl be with Mrs. O'Neill. If you 
need me you know where to find me.” 

“Yes, sir, of course. Be at ease, I'll get us there safe and sound.” 

Nolan greeted Kerianne and | smiled at her. 

“Mr. O’Neill, it’s good to see the two of you again so soon.” 

“You too. When we get in the air, can you bring Mrs. O’Neill a glass 
of sparkling water? And I'll take a vodka tonic with a twist of lime.” 

Kerianne’s eyes got big, then refocused as she said, “Yes, sir, of course 
I will.” 

I sat down and gave Nolan the evil eye. “Kerianne, I haven’t been 
well. Sparkling water is the only thing that helps settle my stomach. 
Thank you.” 

When she walked into the kitchen I said, “You can’t just go around 
broadcasting that I’m with child. I haven’t told the two most important 
people yet.” 

He shook his head at me as he buckled himself in. “ll be more than 
willing to shout out to the whole world that you are with my child if that 
makes you happy.” 

In response, I looked out the window as we readied for the runway. 
“Emmalyn,” Nolan’s voice sounded across the space. 

I looked over at him and raised my eyebrows. “Yes?” 

“T love you, my beautiful wife.” 

“Yes, you say that now, but what about when I’m fat and have 
stretch marks?” 

His smile was radiant as he looked at me. “Ill love you with stretch 
marks, without stretch marks, fat, tiny, moody, not moody, however I 
can have you, wife, I'll take you.” 

I had to smile back at him. His charm made me mad, crazy and very 
happy. Kerianne had brought us our drinks and Nolan unbuckled his 
seat belt and walked over to my seat. 

He knelt down in front of me and said, “Let’s make happy again.” 

I looked into those damn skies of blue staring at me and for the life 
of me, I couldn't look away. 
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I raised my eyebrows and said, “You have my interest, Mr. O'Neill. 
What do you have in mind?” 

His smile made my swallow back my tears. “Truth or dare, Emmalyn?” 

“T would say, ‘truth, my darling Irish husband.” 

His lazy smile slipped a little as he said, “The truth is I adore you 
pregnant, but I dare you, Mrs. O’Neill, to follow me to the bedroom.” 

“T accept.” I unbuckled my seat belt and slipped my hand into his. He 
pulled me up into his massive strength and kissed me with such passion 
that I almost cried again. 

I mumbled into his mouth, “I don’t like the hormones raging through 
my body. I feel like a leaf falling from a tree easily and floating down 
until it hits the ground and it then gets trampled on by all who pass its 
way, defenseless and afraid.” 

“Baby, you are so extreme. I’m right here with you. I’m not leaving 
you for one second. You are not uncompromising and I’m a very flexible 
man so together, my little Minx, we are strong.” 

I lurched forward because my feet betrayed me and followed my 
handsome husband back to our bedroom in the sky. He sat me on the 
end of the bed. He knelt down in front of me, took my shoes off one by 
one and started massaging my feet. It felt so good I moaned and laid my 
head back on the pillows. 

A few minutes later, he inched his way up my body, slipping his head 
up under my shirt. He was nipping and biting me as he made his way 
up to my face from under my shirt. I laughed at him and he acted all 
innocent. “I missed you, baby.” 

“I missed you too. Now will you crawl back inside me and make love 
to me. I need you inside me.” 

He gently undressed me and slowly teased me into submission. He 
made slow sweet love to me. I was feeling well taken care of by the time 
we landed. 

After unloading more shit than any two people needed in my small 
condominium, it was looking more like a storage unit than a home. We 
finally lay on the bed and Nolan pulled me into his arms and snuggled 
next to me as I drifted off into a peaceful sleep. Our first appointment 
with Dr. Andrews was in the morning and I was exhausted. 

As I opened my eyes, Nolan was nowhere in sight. I smelled the 
coffee and before long, he was strolling through the door of my bedroom 
with a tray of goodies, including my coffee with caramel swirl cream and 
whipped cream piled on top with a splash of nutmeg. Yummy! 

“Good morning, Sunshine. How are you feeling this morning?” 
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I stretched and yawned loudly, trying to get a good feel of just how 
good I felt. “I feel great, actually.” 

We drank our coffee and I took a couple of bites of my toast, but I 
was too nervous to eat so I jumped out of bed and asked him if he’d like 
to join me in the shower. His response was doing a strip tease in front of 
me and chasing me through the door of the bathroom. He turned the 
shower on and made it the perfect temperature and then he pulled me 
inside with his body blocking the warmth that I craved. He looked down 
into my eyes and started laughing as he slowly rearranged us so that I 
was getting the full-blown effects of the spray and warmth of the water. 

“You're so damn cute when you pout.” 

“Tm not pouting, I’m freezing.” 

“Oh, ha, let’s get you suds-upped and clean for our doctor's 
appointment.” 

I was as nervous as a teenager as I sat in the waiting area of Dr. 
Andrew’s office. I hadn’t seen him since before Thomas’s death. Here | 
was filling out a survey on why I was here with my new husband, asking 
him to confirm that I was, in fact, pregnant. 

Nolan kept looking at meas I filled out the paperwork and as I looked 
around, I had an odd feeling because all the other women were half my 
age. Moreover, a sudden fear gripped me as I looked around. Holy shit, 
I’m forty and starting all over. 

Nolan placed his hand in mine and leaned over and with the breath of 
his voice in my ear, he instantly calmed me. “You are the most beautiful 
pregnant woman in this room, in fact, in the entire world.” 

Damn, I was really beginning to think he could read my mind or I 
really did wear my thoughts on my face. All the little twenty-year-old 
moms that sat around us were checking out my husband. It seemed that 
all of our hormones were on overload. 

“Mrs. ONeill...” 

That’s the next thing I heard breaking my concentration and it made 
me jump. We followed the young girl, who must have been new, because 
I had never seen her here before, to the back of the office. She took my 
temperature, blood pressure, weighed me, and then she handed me a cup 
and said, “Can you give me a urine sample, please?” She explained the 
usual routine. 

She looked over at Nolan and said, “You can follow me and wait for 
her in this room.” 

His reply was, “No thanks, I’ll just wait right here for her to get done 
if that’s okay with you, Laura.” 
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She blushed and said, “Okay. I’ll meet you in room four, the second 
door on the left.” 

When I walked out of the bathroom, he was grinning like a fool. I 
lowered my voice and said, “How do you know her name?” 

He lowered his voice even more and purred, “Because it’s written on 
her name tag.” He held his hand out and said, “After you, wife.” 

I hadn’t even noticed she had a name tag. All I noticed was that I had 
gained nine pounds in a couple of months. Holy shit-ball! If I kept up 
this weight gain I’d be a tank by the end of my pregnancy. Laura smiled 
at us as we walked in the room. 

“Tm sure you know the routine by now,” she said. “but if you'll 
undress behind that curtain and put this gown on, Dr. Andrews will be 
in shortly.” 

I made a face and said, “Yes, I know the routine, Laura. Thank you, 
sweetheart.” 

She closed the door. Nolan smiled at me and said, “Then get a move 
on it, Mrs. O’Neill, or do you want me to undress you?” 

I stuck my tongue out at him and stripped right there in the middle 
of the room. He raised his eyebrows at me and I raised mine back at him 
as I put on the ugly green and white gown with the opening in the front. 
He asked me why I had the opening in the front. He had no clue to what 
women had to endure, but at that time there was a knock at the door and 
Dr. Andrews came in with a pleased look on his face. 

“Mrs. O'Neill, congratulations are in order. The name change had 
me confused at first. If] hadn’t seen you walking in the hall I would have 
thought you to be a new patient.” 

I sat down on the table and he said, “It’s been a long time.” He turned 
to Nolan and said, “Mr. O’Neill, it’s a pleasure to meet you. Please sit 
down. Make yourself comfortable.” 

They shook hands and Dr. Andrews turned back to me with a smile 
of pure joy. “Emmalyn, I can only imagine there has been a miracle 
here, because I am most pleased and stunned to say that your urine test 
is positive.” 

I smiled at him, but the reality of it hit me and then I broke 
into hysteria. 

Both men came to my side, Nolan picked up my hand and smiled 
down at me telling me it was going to be okay and poor Dr. Andrews 
said, “Oh, my, have I said something wrong?” 

I was still crying, shaking my head back and forth to let them know 
it was just that I was a blob of hormones. 
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Dr. Andrews continued, “I must say to both of you that I’m quite 
shocked that this is even possible. I know you and Thomas tried for 
many years.” His eyes grew large with embarrassment. “I mean, I, I’m 
sorry, I shouldn't have said that. I’m sorry for your loss and so happy for 
your gain, I’m so very much at a loss of words.” 

Nolan spoke up, “Dr. Andrews, please be at ease. Thomas was a dear 
friend of mine, and over the past year Emmalyn and I fell in love and got 
married and now we are having a baby. We’re overjoyed about starting 
a family together, though I must admit I’ve never been in this situation 
before. It is all new to me.” 

Dr. Andrews tilted his head, then said, “Okay, then let’s get started, 
shall we? Emmalyn, when was your last cycle?” 

I sat there looking at both men wondering when I had had my last 
cycle, and, holy shit-fire, it had been months. I hadn’t had normal cycles 
for years, but, OMG, I had to be a couple of months pregnant. I said, 
“Um, I think it’s been a couple of months, maybe longer.” 

“Well, then, let’s do a pelvic exam and then we'll do an ultrasound to 
determine how far along you are.” 

I gave a small smile and Nolan said, “You want me to stay right here 
with you or over there by the chair?” 

I bit my lip and smiled at him, “You might want to stay up here with 
me and hold my hand.” 

I couldn't wait to see his reaction to the procedures and it made 
me giggle. 

He smiled and said, “Okay”—that is, until the nurse entered and 
squeezed lube on the good doctor’s finger and I thought my big manly 
man might fall to the floor. I gripped his hand and tried to reassure him 
that all was normal, but his face was contorted into an awful expression 
of anxiety. 

Dr. Andrews broke the silence, saying, “Okay, you ready, Emmalyn?” 

My response was “Oh, goodie, as ready as I'll ever be.” 

He did his exam, took off his gloves and put on a new set. I looked up 
at Nolan and his face wasn’t looking much better. The nurse covered my 
lower body with a sheet, then lifted my gown and squeezed some warm 
gel on my tummy. 

Nolan was gripping my hand so hard that I squeaked and he let go. 
“I’m so sorry, baby, this is more than I was prepared for.” 

He looked so pathetic as I took his hand again that I should have 
warned him, but I had only been thinking of myself and I felt horrible as 


I looked at his tormented face. 
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I said, “Nolan, I’m fine—this is how it’s done.” 

He nodded once and Dr. Andrews turned the monitor so we could 
see the screen and put the paddle on my lower belly. Flashes of all 
kinds of fuzzy, gray, blurry things showed up, but I couldn't make out 
anything that looked remotely like a baby. Dr. Andrews turned the 
paddle one way, then slid it another way. He looked at the nurse and my 
heart stopped. 

“Is there something wrong with the baby, Dr. Andrews?” 

He looked up at me with a huge smile and said, “Absolutely nothing 
is wrong, but youre not having just one baby, Emmalyn, youre pregnant 
with twins! Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. O'Neill.” 

Nolan and I said at the same time, “What?” 

He chuckled, “I would say you're almost through your first trimester. 
[ll take some better measurements, but they both look good. Let’s see if 
we can get a picture and hear their little heartbeats.” Nolan looked like 
he was going to pass out and I started crying. 

He looked down at me, brought his lips to my ear, and whispered, 
“Twins, Emmalyn. We're having twins.” 

He pulled back just a little so I could see his face and tears rolled 
down his cheek and it made me cry even harder. 

He said, “I love you, Emmalyn,” and then I heard first one thump, 
then a steady thump-thump, in a quick, repeating beat. It had been 
twenty-five years since I last heard that sound. 

I said, “Nolan, that’s our babies’ heartbeats.” 

He looked over at the screen. Dr. Andrews said, “This is baby 
A right here,” as he moved the wand. “And this is baby B. Both have 
perfect heartbeats.” 

The nurse hit some buttons on the screen and then something was 
printing and she handed us the first picture of our babies. 

Nolan said, “I never knew about this. It’s so incredible. They look like 
little peanuts.” 

“T can’t see what we're having. Is it girls or boys, or one of each?” 

“We won't know that for a few more weeks, but the best part is they 
are both looking healthy and strong,” Dr. Andrews said. 

I looked up at Nolan with tears in my eyes. He was smiling at me and 
Dr. Andrew said, “You can get dressed and we'll set up your return visits. 
All looks good with mommy and babies.” 

Laura was writing everything down and then they left the room. 
Nolan lifted me up, held me, and whispered, “Twins... who would have 
thought we’d have twins?” 
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After making the arrangements for the rest of our visits, we all agreed 
I'd have the babies here in America. I could travel back and forth for a 
few more months, but in my last trimester, he wanted me here in the 
States in case | went into early labor, which he said happened often with 
twins. He also said I was at high risk because of my age and because 
I wasn’t ever supposed to be able to get pregnant. Well, fine, he just 
confirmed that I was old as dirt. 

Nolan and I decided we'd keep that part of the miracle to ourselves. 
We didn’t want him to think two crazy people were bringing babies into 
this world because of the miracle we knew had taken place a couple of 
months ago. As we walked hand in hand into the sunshine, Nolan pulled 
me to him and kissed me with as much passion as I had ever felt. 

His love for me and the babies—damn, that was so weird thinking 
babies, hell, it was crazy just to say babies—but the love that flowed 
between us was unshakeable and undeniable. We knew that miracles 
were real and that true love did exist and we were the proof. 

After we left Dr. Andrews’ office, I knew I needed to see Kate before 
we flew to see Christian. I was afraid to tell Kate after everything we had 
been through; I felt like my good fortune was a slap in her face. I told 
Nolan of my concerns and he reassured me that all would work out well. 
It did. Kate and I talked in her office alone for quite a while before we 
took off to see Christian, and she was happy for us. 

We talked about her search for her daughter and that she had so far 
hit a wall everywhere she looked. It broke my heart to see her sadness. 
I told her we’d do whatever we could to help find her child. Kate still 
referred to her daughter as her little girl. | didn’t want to say that her little 
girl was no longer a little girl, she would be a grown woman by now, but 
I kept silent on that detail. 

Kate was seeing Dr. Moore and I knew from experience that was 
the best thing she could do to help her get through the loss that she 
continued to feel. I hugged her and we went in search of the boys. Kate 
told me that she had kept Deacon at arm’s length. She didn’t want to 
ruin another relationship and that he had become a dear friend to her. 
I, of course, knew she was full of shit, but that was something she and 
Deacon would have to figure out, and time would take care of that. 

Nolan had called ahead to Kennedy and I called ahead to Christian 
telling him Nolan had a meeting that was unexpected, and our visit 
would be short. It was only a small white lie. I knew he was studying and 
didn’t need any more stress from us. 

As soon as I stepped on the plane there were two smiling faces looking 
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at me with amusement. I looked back over my shoulder with a smirk 
when Nolan purred in enchanting Irish voice, “Don’t be mad, a lainn, I 
couldn’t help myself.” 

Kennedy said, “We are so happy for both your blessings.” 

“It’s wonderful news.” Kerianne said. 

How could I say anything except thank you? I knew it was being 
said with the kindness of their hearts. They spoke the truth, with their 
infectious happiness for us. 

After take-off, Nolan leaned over and unbuckled my seatbelt. He lazily 
pulled me into his awaiting lap. Mr. Bold-and-Incredibly-Handsome 
whispered seductively in my ear. “I’m sorry, mo aingeal, my angel.” 

I nuzzled into his warm body and whispered back, “There's one way 
you can make it up to me.” 

He looked at me and lifted my chin, bringing my face up so that I 
had to look into his sexy blues. “Well, well, my little Minx, you want to 
have a little make-up sex?” 

His smile was my undoing as it always was. He lifted me up in one 
graceful movement and headed to the bedroom. I had found only one 
place on Nolan O’Neill’s perfect body that made him come to life with 
just a touch. I was close to his earlobe and I stretched my neck up, locked 
on to it, and sucked. 

“Let's try for triplets.” 

His breath came out as a rumble. He gently laid me back across the 
thick black comforter and pulled my hands up over my head. He slowly 
unbuttoned my blouse. It was amazing how he still took my breath away. 
I craved his touch. He glanced up at me and smiled his famous smile 
at me. The smile that was only for me. The sun peeking through the 
blinds glistened across his angel face and he squinted from the glare 
that made little lines form under his eyes. The sunbeams highlighted his 
perfect features. 

He said, “Truth or dare, Emmalyn?” 

“Dare, my darling husband.” 

I could tell by the slight tick in his jaw that I surprised him. Yet he 
recovered quickly. “I dare you, wife, to want me more than you have ever 
wanted me before.” 

He was unsnapping my pants and pulling my butt up with every jerk 
and tug. I felt static electricity sparking between us. 

“T love it when you are naked and spread out before me, Emmalyn.” 
I went to move my hands, but his words stopped me. “Stay just like 
you are.” 
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How was I ever going to do what I wanted to do when he dared me? 
I watched him as he tortured me. He seductively pulled his shirt up over 
his head and tossed it across the room. I wondered if I’d wake up one day 
and not feel madly in love with him. But those thoughts didn’t linger for 
long. His naked body crawled up me, kissing me along the way, starting 
with my toes and working his way up. When he reached my pelvic bone, 
he lingered way too long. He kissed my tummy that surprisingly was still 
flat. That I was sure going to change very soon. 

I started giggling. He knew it would make me laugh. I was so damn 
ticklish in that spot. 

He growled. “Be still or I’m going to bite you on your perfect 
pelvic bone.” 

I wiggled. He was not playing fair. He knew I couldn’t stay still for 
long. I knew it was coming before he bit down, first the pleasure and 
then part pain of his love bite. Goosebumps spread across my entire 
body. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I needed the pressure of his warm 
sweet mouth to cover me. Ever so slowly I inched my feet up the mattress 
so that my ankles were almost touching my butt. Then I hitched my hips 
up and forward just enough to bring him closer to my desire. He got the 
message because he latched on to my private spot and kissed it properly 
the exact way that I loved. He growled low in his chest as he brought me 
to climax. 

I slowly came down from my glorious peak and he slowly slithered up 
the rest of the way to me. His stare was intense as he lowered his mouth 
to mine. He kissed me slowly and it was bliss. 

He pulled back and said, “You know, my little Minx, I want to make 
love to you all day long.” 

“Tm all yours for the rest of the flight. Are we at thirty-seven-thousand 
feet yet?” 

“T’m sure we're close, a‘ lainn.” 

He kissed me again and through our passionate kiss, I said, “Husband, 
I’m going to love you more than I have ever loved you before...” 


Epilogue 


It has been four months since we found out that I was pregnant—a 
pregnancy that I never thought to be blessed with. Nolan and I are 
overjoyed that I’m not only pregnant, but that we are having twins. 
Being over the moon about it is an understatement. Time is flying by at 
warp speed. Iam in my fifth month and getting rounder and rounder by 
the hour, but we are healthy and happy. Nolan pampers me ingeniously. 

We no longer call the babies A and B, like Dr. Andrews had. When 
we found out we were having a boy and a girl we both researched in 
various ways and languages to find the perfect names for both children. 

We decided to name our little girl, the precious little girl I dreamed 
about my whole life, Brannagh. It’s pronounced “bran-na,” and means 
“raven.” Nolan thought her name was a symbol of me since that’s the 
word he used when we first met and he’d said, “Beauty with hair as dark 
as a raven.” Anyway, her full name is Brannagh Eleri O'Neill. I’m still 
trying to pronounce her name so it sounds like bran-na, as Nolan says 
it, but it is a process. 

Our little boy’s name is Bleddyn, which is pronounced “bleh-thin.” 
His name means “wolf cub” and when I first heard it, it reminded me 
of Nolan writing about the fox cubs and that was it. ] must admit that I 
stumble with saying “Bleh-thin” rather than Bleddyn. His full name is 
Bleddyn Daniel O'Neill. 

I’m slowly learning Irish. I don’t have the roll or the purr down yet, 
but the language is starting to stick in my brain. It makes me laugh 
because it sounds wonderful when the Irish people talk, but on my 
American ass, it just sounds funny. We talk to the babies all the time, as 
if they are already here with us. 

We have been back in Ireland for a couple months now. We have not 
been back in the States since Christian’s graduation. It’s Christmas time 
and my American crew is heading this way for a Christmas feast. The 
house smells of apple pie and I have it decorated unlike it’s ever been 
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before. The Christmas tree is fifteen feet tall. It looks like it should be in 
a fairytale. 

Oh, yes, and my father-in-law finally came to his senses and asked 
Aislinn to marry him. It was a small affair, but the love they share makes 
Nolan and me happy! Tonight, we are all sitting by the roaring fire 
watching the twinkling white lights on the tree, awaiting the arrival of 
our family and friends. 


The End 
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Watch for the next book in the series 
with Kate and Deacon, Thomas and Calista. 


Excerpt from Sequel 


Thomas 


You said I was your knight so you wrapped me tight. 
You whispered softly so I would understand you. 
You placed me into the darkness yet I was not alone. 
You pampered me with patience. 

You murmured in my ear nightly, just a little longer. 
You waited for me, forever. 

In return, my love, I give you all of me. 


—Thomas Stone 


I know her thoughts. She doesn’t need to speak with words for me 
to understand her. My angel is feeling frisky. She is thinking sexy, 
seductive thoughts about us. I’m more than willing to please her. 
I turn from my desk—yes, my desk. I have a job over here on this 
side. It’s like the job I had on earth minus the attorney title. They 
don’t need attorneys here. There is one ruler although there are many 
captains of many different areas. I have to keep things in order. I have 
no idea why Zakkai has granted me such a high title, but I’m grateful 
that he did. 

After I helped Nolan and saved Em from certain death, Zakkai 
brought me before him. I believed my fate would end differently. He 
watched me with softness in his eyes and I waited patiently for his 
scolding. Calista stood next to him with fear in her eyes. For as long as 
she had lived, you think she’d have the answers to this bizarre connection 
that I have to the other side. 

Zakkai shook his head at me and said, “Thomas, what am I to do 
with you? Since you continue to go back to Earth, I am going to allow 
you to do so. You may look in on the other side, because I know you are 
summoned to Earth even when you don’t want to be. Maybe I am to 
learn something from you. When I look at you, it is as if you are a blank 
sheet of paper. Do you understand?” 

I bowed my head towards him and smiled. “I do understand and 
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thank you for such a great honor.” It’s a crazy world here and there, how 
all our lives turned out, but enough on those thoughts. 

Now, I turn around to see my angel and her smile hits me in waves. I 
have to step backwards and hold onto my desk to keep myself balanced. 
She is incredibly exotic. I glide towards her with just a thought and her 
smile gets bigger. Her thoughts on what is about to happen between 
us are bouncing around in my head loud and clear. I need not use my 
words. They are already inside her head, telling her what she means to 
me and what I plan to do with her. Calista has been around since the 
beginning of time. Yet she looks to be so young. Her intelligence is far 
greater than mine, and it’s useless for me, but I still feel the need to say 
the words aloud. I am an angel now, but my brain still thinks like a 
human. I assume with time it will change, that I will want to be more 
angel-like than human. But for now I speak what I feel. 

“Calista, my angel, you're more beautiful every time I look at you. You 
take my breath away. You also make it very hard to concentrate on my 
work. You're such a bad angel sneaking into my head with dirty thoughts 
of delicious things you want me to do to you. It doesn’t make my job 
easy; you know I can’t resist you any more than I can resist myself.” 

She answers my words with thoughts of her own as she does much 
of the time. 

“I am a good angel, my love. The best of angels, but I am in much 
need of your talents.” 

In fact, my talents, as she calls them, are far greater than I ever 
expected of myself when I was on earth. My knowledge over here on this 
side increases daily. As a human, I was nothing of the master I am here. 
From the first time we made love, Calista brought out another side of 
me. Things I love to do, but never thought to do as a human. I’m a little 
ashamed to admit that, but it is the truth nonetheless. 

I reach out to touch her breasts and her clothes disappear as they 
always do. Her skin is illuminating. She is a rainbow of colors and the 
more excited she gets the more colors appear from the tiny stars that fall 
at her feet. I pinch her perfect pink buds. She tilts her head back with a 
moan waiting for me to put my mouth on her exquisite breasts. I want 
to kiss her plum-red lips first. I slowly lean down to take her bottom 
lip into my mouth sucking slowly. She moans again and I kiss her. She 
opens up to my intrusion, my tongue slipping into her mouth. She tastes 
of cherries and tangerines, my two favorite fruits on earth. Of course, she 
knows this and knows it’s sexy as hell when she does this to me. My angel 
waited hundreds of years for me and I am a lucky man, spirit, angel or 
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whatever I am now. I pinch each nipple at the same time and twist them 
just enough to feel her anticipation. I see and feel the desire in her eyes 
as I do this. Her beautiful eyes always change colors, and I’m waiting 
for the deepest purple to reveal itself to me, for that’s my sure sign that 
she’s in full need of my connection with her. Her eyes are blue changing 
into lilac. 

The connection between us is so very deep that it moves me into 
action. I pick her up and her legs go around my hips. My clothes 
disappear as she changes our scenery. We are standing by the lake, a 
blanket already prepared for us with wine and cheese in a basket. My 
angel has the ability to move us in time and other places. This is her 
favorite place. It has now become my favorite place, although I thought 
it would bother me to be at Lake Lake of Fairies, Nolan’s home. 

This is Calista’s land ... and it has been for thousands of years. Of 
course, this is unknown to the owners. They can’t see us unless we want 
them to. I chuckle to myself as I lay Calista down on the blanket and 
think about what Nolan and Em would say if they knew we were here 
getting ready to make love at the edge of their lake. 

I laugh aloud as Calista whispers in my mind, “My lake,” and I smile 
down at her and say, “Your lake, my beautiful angel.” All my thoughts 
turn back to pleasing my angel. I get lost in the beauty of her. 
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Author’s Note 


After I was blessed enough to have the opportunity to visit Ireland, 
this story started taking place. I walked the paths of so many before 
me that at times I did feel a feather of touch here and there. There is no 
doubt that in many places on earth there is a little bit of something that 
shifts about after death, good or bad. In Ireland, I truly felt the mystical 
feelings lurk about us as true as the locals talk about. 

I had so much fun writing about Nolan and Emmalyn. They kept 
me awake many nights with their talking. There are many hours of long 
suffering that goes into a book, but it’s so rewarding when you hit “The 
End” button that it is worth everything involved. I hope you enjoyed 
reading about their lives and I hope you continue to read the next book 
in the series about Kate and Deacon. Until we meet again. 


About C. L. Hunter 


While on a trip to beautiful and mysterious Ireland, the characters 
from C. L. Hunter’s romance novel appeared to her in dreams. They did 
not leave her even after she returned home from the enchanted island. 
Once she started writing their words, Hunter couldn’t stop until the 
entwined relationships and mysteries of Nolan and Emmalyn were 
completely revealed. The author now shares their erotic tale with you. 

C. L. Hunter lives in Florida with her husband, autistic son, and their 
Irish water spaniel named Brody. She also has two grown daughters and 
two amazing granddaughters. 

She is currently working on her second novel, My Soul Belongs to 
You. Visit C. L. Hunter and learn more about her books at: 

CLHunterAuthor.com and Facebook.com/CLHunterAuthor 
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